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ARTHUR AIKIN, ESQ. 


AT ‘the formation of the Royal Society of Literature, doubts 
were expressed by many of the first scholars of the age, as 
to its practical tendency in accomplishing the objects proposed 
hy its learned founder, the present Bishop of St. David's 
The establishment of this society is too recent to admit of 


our applying the test of experience, in the determination of 


the question, how far it is likely to realize the great pur- 
poses of its institution. Until, therefore, we have something 
better than mere opinion to direct our judgment of its merits, 
we deem it would be unfair to impede its progress, by ques- 
tioning its utility. The diversity of opinions on the subject, 
among men of learning, is, however, calculated to make us 
hesitate in forming our own. The Society for the Encourage- 
ment of Arts, Manufactures, and Commerce, has, however, beei 
so many years before the world, that we are justified, by the 
experience of so long a period, in considering its tendency 
as no longer problematical. The encouragement which its 
munificence holds forth, and the emulation which its prizes 
excite, have operated most successfully to awaken dormant, 
and to encourage modest, talent. It has, we well know, ina 
thousand various ways, stimulated those efforts which, stall 
in their origin have issued, in honour to individuals, as well 
as in benefit to the public. Such a society has strong claims, 
therefore, on our support and good opinion; and to those, 
whose energies and talent are the main-spring of its exertions, 
we feel our obligations are very justly due. Of this society, 
the gentleman, whose portrait we now offer to our readers, 
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ee SORA NR Oe 
is the laborious and zealous; Secretary; and it is no smal! 
praise to state, that his: industry »and talents have left no 
cause for regret, in the loss which the Society and the world 
sustained, by the death of his learned and worthy predecessor, 
the late Dr. Taylor. 

Mr. Aikin~is the eldest son of the late John Aikin, esq. 
M.D., whose biography was lately. noticed in the pages of 
the Museum. He was born, in May,: 1773, at Warrington, 
at the time of his father’s residence there, on his first entrance 
into medical practice. 

He was placed, at an early age, under the Rev. Mr. Owen, 
the master of the Warrington Grammar-school. This gentle- 
man was, himself,, no mean scholar; and, therefore, duly 
qualified to superintend the education of others. Here Mr 
Aikin reeeived his earlier instruction in classical learning; 
and from hence he was removed to Palgrave, a village on 
the borders of Norfolk and Suffolk, and placed with his uncle. 
the Rev. R. Barbauld, who, at that time, conducted a schoo! 
of high repute. Thus, it was Mr. Aikin’s good fortune to be 
so favourably situated in his earlier years, as ‘to have had 
opportunities of improvement, commensurate with the hig! 
talents with which he was gifted. Nor: was he less fortu- 
nately situated in his maturer years, having studied under 
Gilbert Wakefield, in classical literature, and Dr. Priestly, 
in chemistry. 

The life ofa man of letters, it has been often) most truly ob- 
served, is in general, but little calculated to interest the public ; 
it has but few incidents, and those of too private a nature for 
general discussion. His study is his little world: where, unob- 
served, he pursues the even'tenor of his way; known only to 
his friends and family. It is here he can alone be known, and 
here only that his character can be duly appreciated ; of course 
the world must remain unacquainted with its most valuable qua 
lities; its meekness, its. affection, its ‘benevolence; how it 
honours God by submission to providential affliction—bears with 
long suffering the anjuries of man; ‘weeps ‘in kind ‘sympathy 
over the miseries of our common nature; ‘consoles'the afflicted ; 
mitigates the pressure of poverty and distress; guides the un- 
stable; reclaims the wanderer; and, like its heavenly example, 
‘goes about doing gvod,” -esteeming “it more blessed to give 
than to receive.”) These are: the qualities which make up 
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private worth, and form the character of the individual; of all 
this, the world knows little. These observations apply well to 
the subject of this memoir, who, for many years, lived unknown 
to the world, in the practice of every social and moral virtue: 
cultivating, in privacy and retirement, literature and science: 
till, on the death of the late Dr. Taylor, the “ Society for the 
Encouragement of Arts, Manufactures, and Commerce,” elected 
him to the vacant secretaryship ; and thus placed him in a pub- 
lic station, worthy of his talents and his virtue. 

Although the worth of Mr. Aikin’s private character can only 
be duly estimated, by those honoured by his confidence and 
friendship; he is, as a scholar, and a man of science, advanta- 
geously known to the world, by his many valuable publications, 
and by his labours as a lecturer on chemistry, in conjunction with 
his brother, Mr. Charles Aikin. These two gentlemen, pub- 
lished in the year 1807, a dictionary of chemistry and minera- 
logy, in two vols. 4to. and a supplement to the same in the 
year 1814, 

The object of this valuable work is not to enter so much 
into the theory of the science, as to offer to the experimental 
and practical chemist a large body of facts, collected from va- 
rious quarters; so as to be independent of theory, and theretore 
of practical and permanent utility. 

During several years, Mr. Aikin was Secretary to the Geolo- 
gical society, of which he was one of the earliest members; 
many of his contributions form a most valuable part of its 
published Transactions.—About this time, also, Mr. Aikin es- 
tablished the Annual Review, of which he was about four years 
the sole Editor. 

It would be tedious to notice all the works of interest and 
merit, which bear Mr. Aikin’s name; but it would be unpar- 
denable to omit the. mention of his Translation of M, Denon’s 
Travels. in Egpyt, in 2. vols, 4to., which displays his correct 
and critical knowledge of the original, as well as much literary 
and seientific information. 

We are not aware that Mr. Aikin has any definite work 
in immediate. contemplation. His avocations and duties, as 
Secretary|, to. the Society for the Encouragement of Arts, 
Manufactures,,.and Commerce, must leave him but little lei- 
sure; performed, as we know those duties are, with “ability 
and zeal on his part, and with honour and advantage to the 
Society itself: 
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CONVERSATIONS OF LORD BYRON. 
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Ix our last number we briefly alluded to the interesting 
volume published by Capt. Medwin, entitled «“ Conversations 
of Lord Byron; noted during a Residence with his Lordship 
at Pisa, in the years 1821 and 1822.” The work has already 
reached a fourth edition, and it has excited so extraordinary 
an interest in the public mind, that we are persuaded a few 
extracts interesting to females, will be highly acceptable to the 
portion of our fair readers who are not possessed of the 
original work. 

In the description of his person, Capt. Manby says: 

«“ On the whole, his figure was manly, and his countenance 
prepossessing, and very expressive; and the familiar ease of 
his conversation soon made me perfectly at home in his 
society.” 

HIS MEMOIRS. 

At one time he (Lord Byron) said: 

«A very full account of my marriage and separation is 
contained in my Memoirs. After they were completed, I wrote 
to Lady Byron, proposing to send them for her inspection, 
in order that any mis-statements or iaccuracy (if any such 
existed, which I was not aware of,) might be pointed out 
and corrected. In her answer she declined the offer, without 
assigning any reason; but desiring, if not on her account, for 
the sake of her daughter, that they might never appear, and 
finishing with a threat. My reply was the severest thing 
I ever wrote, and contained two quotations, one from Shake- 
speare, and another from Dante. I told her, that she knew 
all I had written was incontrovertible truth, and that she 
did not wish to sanction thetruth. £ ended by saying, that she 
might depend on their being published. It was not till after 
this correspondence that I made Moore the depositary of 
the MS.” 


LORD BYRON’s INTRODUCTION TO MISS MILLBANK,. HIS COURTSHIP, 
AND MARRIAGE, 

« Tue first time of my seeing, Miss Millbank, was at Lady 

’s, It was a fatal day. .1. remember that in going 

up stairs I stumbled, and remarked to Moore, who accom- 
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I 
panied me, that it was a bad omen. On entering the room, 
I observed a young lady, more simply dressed than the rest 
of the assembly, sitting alone upon a sofa. I took her for a 
humble companion, and asked if I was right in my conjec- 
ture? ‘She is a great heiress,’ said he in a whisper that be- 
came lower as he proceeded; ‘ you had better marry her, 
and repair the old place, Newstead. 

“There was something piquant, and what we term pretty, 
in Miss Millbank. Her features were small and feminine. 
though not regular. She had the fairest skin imaginable. 
Her figure was perfect for her height, and there was a sim- 
plicity, a retired modesty about her, which was very cha- 
racteristic, and formed a happy contrast to the cold, artifi- 
cial formality, and studied stiffness, which is called fashion. 
She interested me exceedingly. It is unnecessary to detail 
the progress of our acquaintance. I became daily more at- 
tached to her, and it ended in my making her a proposal 
that was rejected. Her refusal was couched in terms that 
could not offend me. I was, besides, persuaded that, in de- 
clining my offer, she was governed by the influence of her 
mother; and was the more confirmed in this opinion by her 
reviving our correspondence herself twelve months after. The 
tenour of her letter was, that, although she could not love 
me, she desired my friendship, Friendship is a dangerous 
word for young ladies; it is love full fledged, and waiting 
for a fine day to fly. 

“It had been predicted by Mrs. Williams, that twenty- 
seven was to be a dangerous age for me. The fortune-te!!- 
ing witch was right; it was destined to prove so. I shall 
never forget the second of January. Lady Byron was the 
only unconcerned person present; Lady Noel, her mother, 
cried; I trembled like a leaf, made the wrong responses, and 
after the ceremony called her Miss Millbank. 

“There is a singular history attached to the ring.—The 
very day the match was concluded, a ring of my mother’s, 
that had been lost, was dug up by the gardener at Newstead. 
I thought it was sent on purpose for the wedding; but my 
mother’s marriage had not been a fortunate one, and this 
ring was doomed to be the seal of an unhappier union still. 

“ After the ordeal was over, we set off for a country-seat 








of Sir Ralph’s; and I was surprised at the arrangement of 
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the journey, and somewhat out of hamour to find a lady’s- 
inaid stuck between me and my bride. It was rather too 
early to assume the husband; so I was forced to submit, but 
it was not with a very good grace. Put yourself in a similar 
situation, and tell me if I had not some reason to be in the 
sulks. I have been accused of saying, on getting into the 
carriage, that I had married Lady Byron out of spite, and 
because she had refused me twice: though I was for a mo- 
ment vexed at her prudery, or whatever you may chuse to 
call it, if I had made so uncavalier, not to say brutal, a 
speech, I am convinced Lady Byron would instantly have 
left the carriage to me and the maid, (I mean the lady’s.) 
She had spirit enough to have done so, and would properly 
have resented the affront. 

“Our honeymoon was not all sunshine; it had its clouds: 
and Hobhouse has some letters which would serve to explain 
the rise and fall in the barometer,—but it. was never down 
at Zero.” 








: THE SWEETS OP AUTHORSHIP. 

“ Rocers was very much offended at its being said that 
his Pleasures of Memory,” was to be seen shining in green 
and gold moroceo-bindings in most parlour-windows, and on 
the book-shelves of all young ledies. But don’t we all write 
to please them? I am sure [ was more pleased with the fame 
iny ‘Corsair’ had, than of any other of my books. Why? 
tor the very reason because it did shine, and in boudoirs. Who 
does not write to please the women? And Rogers has suc- 
ceeded: what more can he want or wish? 

“ There was a Mrs. , once fell in love with Shelley, 
for his verses; and a Miss Stafford was so taken with the 
‘Sofa’ (a very different one from Cowper’s,) that she went to 
France, and ‘married Crebillon. 

“These are some of the sweets of authorship. But my 
day is over. Vixi, &c. I used formerly (that olim is a bad 
and a sad word!) to get letters by almost every post, the 
delicate beauty of whose penmanship suggested the fair, ta- 
per fingers that indited them. But my ‘ Corsair’ days are 
over, Heigh ho!” 
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THE IRISH WEDDING 


Che Meir of the Castle, 


; 





(Concluded from page 206.) 

Witkin continued walking with an air of triumph and exul- 
tation, from one of his patients to the other; whilst his patients, 
satisfied that he was the dupe of their plans, found no little 
enjoyment in witnessing his anxiety. This farce had, however, 
continued only a few moments, when a voice in the Castle-hall 
was heard, enquiring for Mr. Pop.—It was that of Charles 
Herbert; his eagerness to learn the decision of Louisa had 
rendered him too restless to be able to await the return of 
Coggle to the steward’s house; he had accordingly strolled to- 
wards Dunfinny castle, and on entering the park, by one gate, 
he had seen the Irishman and Louisa quitting it by ano- 
ther; and, as they had avoided him, he did not doubt that she 
had weakly bent her knee at the shrine of affluence, and con- 
sented to bestow her hand on the supposed lord—Unconscious 
how far Coggle might carry the joke, and still too anxious 
for her happiness to desire that her vanity should meet so 
serious a punishment, as that of uniting her fate with a man 
of his inferior situation in life, he resolved to inform her ta- 
ther of what was passing; and by imparting to him a know- 
ledge of the truth, place it in his power to rescue her from 
her impending fate-——On entering the castle, he accordingly 
called aloud for Mr. Pop, but met no reply to his enquiries 
till he reached the door of the apartment, which contained the 
comic trio, of whom a description has already been given. 

“If you want Mr. Pop, sir,” said Windlewaff, “here h 
is; pray walk in, and convince yourself; but I must beg you 
will not disturb him, as he is at this moment under the in- 
fluence of a new, and celebrated medicine, called the Nervous 
Balsam.” 

“ My business with him is too urgent to admit delay,” re- 
plied Herbert: ‘sir,’ he added, addressing Pop, “although 
your daughter has cast me off—” 

“Cast you off!” echoed old Paul interrupting him, “ why 
did not you confess to her that you were a beggar?” 
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“Tam -not come hither, sir,”,, rejoined, Charles, “to speak 
of my own circumstances, but, if possible, to save her from ruin. 
The man with whom she is eloped is not the Earl of Dunfinny, 
as you and your daughter suppose, but. an emissary of my 
own, by means of whom I have proved the fickleness, and va- 
nity of her heart.” 

“« Who? what!” cried Paul, starting up from his seat, 

“ Who?” replied Charles—* the ferryman who transported 
you across the river, last night—What? a fellow without a 
shilling but the one you gave him for his fare.” 

“Qh! furies and fire!” exclaimed Pop, “I shall go mad: 
I shall die! what shall I do? what shall I do?—I can’t reflect, 
nor I can’t stir.’—The debility which he had a few minntes 
before affected now actually seized him, and he sunk trembling 
into the nearest chair. After a moment’s pause, “ Why, Mr. 
Windlewaff,” he said, panting for breath as he spoke, “ why 
don’t you fly to save your cousin?” 

“ No, sir,” replied Wilkin; “if she prefers a ferryman to 
me, her heart is not worth a contest.” 

« Merciful father! what will my wife say to an_ Irish 
ferryman for her son-in-law!’ exclaimed old Paul endea- 
vouring to rise from his seat—“ I can’t,” he said, “1 cannot; 
the fright has given me such a pain in my back, IJ cannot 
stir—run, Dash, run; and if you overtake them before they 
get to the church, Pll give you ten pounds.” 

“Oh! bless you, sir,” cried Dash, “ my head would not let 
me stir, if the house was on fire;” and he accompanied his 
words with a significant wink at his master, which was in- 
tended to express, “ you see I obey your orders, sir.’’ 

“Why, you rascal! you fool!” cried Pop, ‘can’t you per- 
ceive that the case is altered now—that I mean what I say?” 

“ And so do I, sir,” ejaculated the non-comprehending Tim. 
“my head would not let me stir, if my life depended upon 
it;” which words he accompanied with a nod, and a smile 
at Pop, which the dullest imagination could not do otherwise 
than translate into, “that is right; keep up your passion, si’, 
and he’ll never suspect you.” 

Almost choaking with agony, old Paul again rose from his 
chair, and supporting himself by moving along with one of 
his hands placed against the wall, tottered towards the door 
of the apartment, leaning against which he perceived Charles 
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Herbert, whose downcast countenance betrayed the painful 
anxiety of his *mind.—‘ Oh, sir,” exclaimed Pop, « if you ever 
did love Louisa, lend me a hand to try for to save her from 
ruin at this here momentous crisis '” 

«From my soul I wish her preserved,” replied Herbert, 
“but delicacy forbids my interference.” 

«Oh, do it for my sake, if you won’t for her's,” rejoined 
Pop; “ you can’t think what my feelings are!” 

“My own are not more enviable, I assure you, sir,” an- 
swered Charles; “ your daughter was the first, the only wo- 
man whom [I ever truly loved, and my misapprehension of 
her character goes nigh to break my heart.” 

“Then take a glass of my cordial, sir; pray do,” cried 
Windlewaff advancing; “itis an infallible mender of broken 
hearts; it is, indeed!” 

‘“« Pray, sit, desist from your impertinence,” replied Charles, 
“or I shall resent your conduct as a personal insult.” 

“ My dear'sir,” rejoined Wilkin, “ you never were so much 
mistaken in any man’s intention in your life: insult, sir! why 
here are two specimens of the excellent and powerful effects 
of the cordial, now before your eyes; Mr Pop was just now 
going to faint, and a wine-glass full has made him as furious 
as a lion; look at him, sir, you see he can’t keep a muscle 
of his face, or a limb of his body, quiet since he has swallowed 
it—And that young man,” pointing to Dash, “ whose blood 
was just now up to an hundred and sixty-nine, does not 
know that he has a drop in his veins, since he took a dranght 
of the cordial—Come, sir, do be persuaded, hold your nose, 
open your mouth, and I’ll engage to repair the fracture in 
your heart in a twinkling.” 

The irritation of Herbert’s heart communicated itself to his 
fingers, and he was on the point of dashing Windlewaff’s bot- 
tle of cordial out of his hand, when a shout of joy, uttered 
by the united voices of a number of persons, collected toge- 
ther on the lawn before the windows of the castle, arrested 
him from his intention.—“« What can those sounds portend?” 
he exclaimed, suspicious of the truth that the intelligence of 
his existence had reached the villagers, and that they were 
thronging to welcome his return, and to congratulate him on 
his accession to the title. 
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« Portend!” echoed Pop, “ why ,I,,have no doubt but that 
the wedding is over, and that brute of .a ferryman my son- 
in-law—I had almost as soon have lived to see myself in the 
gazette, as to witness this day; my wife will never let me 
have another quiet moment as long as I live.” 

Scarcely had he ceased speaking, ere the Castle-hall was 
filled with a crowd of peasants and villagers: the intelligence 
of Herbert’s existence and return to Dunfinny, had reached 
them through one of those inexplicable channels by which news 
ever travels; 2nd when they beheld him, their shouts of de- 
light were repeated without control. 

It was in vain for Charles to deny himself, or to attempt 
to conceal the gratification with which their joy filled his 
heart; and Pop, who had been an astonished observer of what 
had passed, exclaimed, “ He Charles Herbert! The beggar, the 
heir of the castle! Here’s a rich bale of smuggled goods!” 

The scene which ensued may be easily conceived: Lord 
Dunfinny, for so we must now call Charles Herbert, appeared 
to those who were unacquainted with the. divided sensations 
which were passing in his heart, to be suffering under a state 
of incoherency of mind, if not of absolute distraction; the sa- 
tisfaction communicated to his senses by the joy with which 
the tenantry hailed his return, and the agony with which 
the inconstancy of Louisa affected his heart, alternately pos- 
sessing his mind; whilst the forlorn old Panl ran about like 
a madman, beseeching all whom he met to inform him where 
he could find his daughter, his dear Louisa. 

At length Louisa, who was in the secret of all that was 
passing, having herself acquainted the villagers with Herbert's 
safe return, and sent them to bear him their congratulations; 
no longer able to endure the consciousness of being the in- 
strument of torment to her father, and to the man whom she 
loved with an equal, but varied affection, was seen moving 
through the park, and advancing towards the castle. 

“Oh! you sad girl,” cried old Paul, advancing to meet her, 
“do you know whom you have married?” 

“T know whom I mean to marry, sir,’ was. her reply, 

Mean,” echoed Pop, “ what then it is not over yet! Hea- 
ven be praised! Heaven be praised !” 

Taking a moment’s pause to collect breath for the exertion, 
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« Your lordship,” exclaimed Pop, “ my daughter is not mar- 
ried, an’t please your lordship.” 

Charles’ immediately stepped forward to meet them; “ Can 
it be possible that your hand is still your own, Louisa>” he 
falteringly pronounced. 

«Does your lordship really think,” she replied, “that be- 
cause you sent to mea jay drest in peacock’s feathers, I must 
be so blind as to mistake him for one 2” 

“Oh, forgive me,” ejaculated Lord Dunfinny, “ f am ashamed 
of myself, and of my doubts; the fervency of my love must 
plead the apology for my folly.” 

“ Well, I”l be whipt,” cried old Paul, “ if I ever heard any 
thing so handsome in my life, as for his lordship to confess 
his folly thus genteelly—and if you hesitate where to bestow 
your hand now, you must be an ungrateful minx, indeed!” 

Lord Dunfinny immediately took her hand, and pressed it 
to his lips, with an expression of countenance more eloquent 
than words. ‘Can you forgive me,” said Louisa, “ for having 
returned you tit for ‘tat?’ Charles pressed her to his breast ; 
and as he held her there, “ This moment,” he exclaimed, “ re- 
pays me for every past anxiety! Louisa is mine, mine for ever!” 

“There, there, it’s a match, it’s a match!” cried the delighted 
Pop; and then turning to address the villagers, he added, 
‘You may shout for my lady as well as my lord now; for 
my daughter is going to be married to the heir of the cas- 
tle, and Vil give you five guineas myself to drink their health!” 

Either the idea of the wedding, or of the five guineas, in- 
spired the assembled group with fresh spirits, and the air re- 
sounded ‘with the cries of “ Long life to his lordship! long 
life to the bride of the castle!” 

Little more remains to be said. In the course of a week 
the nuptials of Lord Dunfinny and his Louisa were solem- 
nized; ‘and their lives proved infinitely more happy than those 
of most of their fellow-beings. A few days after their union, 
old Paul returned to England for the purpose of communi- 
cating to the beloved wife of his bosom the change in affairs 
which’ hat taken place, since he had quitted Eastcheap. 

Mrs. Pop ‘was certainly not so well pleased at her daugh- 
ter having been converted into a woman of rank, as if the 
conversion’ Had'befallen’ herself; the next step in honour, how- 
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— 
ever, she considered, to being a lady herself, was. that. of be- 
ing the mother of a lady ; and she accordingly resolved that 
her husband and herself should take up their abode in her 
daughter's vicinity; in order, that they might nestle: themselves 
under the wings of her greatness, as fowls of her flock. 

Alexander Macfungus was reinstated wh his office of stew- 
ard; and poor Coggle, against whom his innocent disclosure 
of the secret with which he had been entrusted by his Lord- 
ship, to Louisa, was a standing joke at the castle, was 
placed by Lord Dunfinny in a situation that enabled him to 
earn himself a comfortable maintenance, and: to resign. the 
cabin, and ferry-boat to his mother; and judging wisely that 
the profits ef an honest industry are an infinitely better re- 
liance than the glittering dreams of speculation and. genius, 
he stuck to labour; and with a full stomach subdued the 
phantoms of the brain. 

Not so Wilkin Windlewaff; with him speculation was, from 
indulged habit, become a part of his nature; and he conld 
sooner have relinquished life than the pleasure of planning 
and devising—To London he accordingly repaired with his 
nervous balsam; buat although the ingredients of which it was 
composed were, in all probability, quite as likely to. rende: 
benefit to the patient, as those which composed half its riva! 
medicines, he found the market overstocked with quackery ; 
and was only astonished that any individual could be ill, 
amidst the numerous preventatives, and cures, which the me- 
tropolis afforded.—His next attempt was that of inventing ear- 
riages to move without horses: but these machines could not 
be made to run. He next believed it possible to impart to 
various articles of furniture the power of motion by the means 
of galvinism; so thata chair, table, &c. might be made to ap- 
proach at a touch; but he found them too wooden to take 
the hint—And we are informed that he is now establishing 
a manufactory for the purpose of weaving zephyrs into gos- 
samer drapery—and those know little of the nature of specu- 
lators who will disbelieve our assertion—for did the chimeri- 
cal speculator see with an eye of common discernment, or re 
flect with a mind of common judgment, he would not become 
a speculator at all. 
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{ Continued from page Wi.) 

Tae long, and indeed uninterrupted succession of great ac- 
tresses, both in comedy and in tragedy, who have adorned our 
stage, from the first period in which a woman first trod its 
boards, may be accepted as a proof, among many others 
whith might be offered, that we are excelled by the fair sex, 
im the! natural and immediate elegance of a prompt expres- 
sion. of the: feelings; in. the spontaneous and happy imitation 
vfiall that is. ease, grace, politeness, love, and rapture.—I am 
speaking of: the peculiar aptitude, and facility, in the gentler 
sex,*rather:than-in the other, to display these properties; to 
pourtray the elegant, the tender, the captivating in sorrow, or in 
joy. «I am aot referring to the most distinguishing, and highest 
degree of excellence, in expressing the sublimities of passion, 
in diseriminating the nicer emotions of the human heart: that is 


ithe gift of genius, not being confined to sex or circumstance ; and 


tew-of either sex can boast.its mightiest sceptre: but with man, 


#t,ioin general, most commonly displays itself. Women ought 


net to be offended at this sincerity; for it only proves the more 


exquisite delicacy of their construction. Theirs is the gentle, 


the seothing, the: “soft green of the soul;” for healing, and 
repose, While that fire, which issues from the spirit in arms, 
like: lightning from “the thunderbolt of Jove;” and that de- 
liberate, gradual, and just proportion between the sentiment, 
the language, and the action, which are produced by intense] y- 


exerted .thought, by a penetrating, exalted, and almost divine 


reason, vigorously. acting on. itself; these can only be con- 
ceived, and.be produced by man. Hence we have had but few 
who could. play, the. parts of Lear, of Hamlet, of Macbeth; 
but many who shew us. the lighter colouring of tragedies, 
writtea,.by,a Jess master-hand than that of Shakespeare. 
Again,,.we have, only had one. Siddons; for, great as Mrs. 
Pritchard was, still she was an actress—Mrs. Siddons, alone, 
was the tragic muse. In comedy, the train of excellence has 
been numerous; and at its head I would place Mrs. Clive, 
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This lady, in her meridian day, filled, and adorned a va- 
riety of comic parts; the woman of good-sense, of real fine 
breeding; the humorous, the fantastic, the affected, the rude, 
the aukward, the ridiculous; every character was play, every 
character was nature in her hands. To smile, to laugh with her, 
or at her, were equally delightful; for in all she amused, in all 
she charmed. Miss Pope followed her waning moon, with her 
bright and pointed crescent; gay, lively, debonair, Euphrosyne 
danced in her step, and frolicked in every dimple. In her 
setting hour, too, I have beheld her; and the brightness of her 
private character too, kept pace with that of her public. Both 
sunk into the grave together, leaving a cherished memorial 
behind. Mrs. Jordan came next, in the same career; she, in- 
deed, the sweetest child of nature; for pathos dwelt with her 
mirth; and the smile and the tear alternately obeyed the com- 
mands of her own. She, too, is gone; and a foreign graye 
has closed over her! But an Englishman gave her a tomb; 
and her country, a monument—in the memories of all who 
feel gratitude for the exertions of departed genius, If I may 
speak of present cotemporary talent, before I return again to 
the reminiscences of my old friend; I would say, what these 
three bright stars have been, Miss Kelly now is: there is 
more enchantment in the comic witehery of her smile, than 
lies in the whole range of your regularly composed beauties; 
and when she turns to any course of tender feeling,—see her 
in the ‘ Miller and his men,” or “The Maid and the Mag- 
pie,’—the stricken heart must needs hang on her tones, as _if 
sorrow really spoke, and lose itself at once in the believed 
verity of the scene. 

But to return to our days of more “ olden times,”—and I 
shall recommence with Mr. Sheridan, the immediate ancestor 
of our late great orator of that name.—My Attic friend, (for 
he was thoroughly of that fine school in his taste—and_ those 
who read, and feel the soul of Euripides—will understand that 
praise) he told me, that it was his mischance never to see 
Mr. Sheridan perform but once, yet that was in his princi- 
pal character, Addison’s celebrated Cato. I, cannot do_ better 
than repeat my critic’s own animated remarks. . In his youth 
it was the fashion to dislike that play, and, in his usual in- 
dignant mood, when observing on such pretended judges, he 
burst forth with an energy, as if those very persons, now 
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most in their graves, were present, to shrink under his phi- 
lippic.—* I have always, in spite of a corrupt taste,” cried he, 
“in spite of a passion for trifles, in spite of its contempt of 
moral, and of patriotic virtue, admired the poet and the play ; 
but an age of Antonies, has no soul for Cato and his sons! 
When I saw the sage and hero brought upon the stage, | 
thought Mr. Sheridan appeared more of the first than the last; 
in short, he had more of the academy about him, than the 
forum—more of the philosopher in his study, than of the 
philosopher actually brought to the proof of his character, by 
heroic actions: but I respect Mr. Sheridan, both as a man, 
and a man of letters, though I did not feel inclined to give 
him the first laurel as an actor, The banishment, since, of 
Cato, from the stage—especially when we consider the wretched 
stuff which is so frequently obtruded on it, and that Shake- 
speare also is often obliged to make his exit, to give place 
to Tom Thumb, and the Forty Thieves—shows, among ma- 
ny other evidences, almost the extinction of literary taste; it 
shows, that we are fascinated with mere gew-gaws; have fallen 
into the puerile dotage of our judgments, when we cannot be 
affected by generous and noble sentiments, by elegant and 
spirited poetry.” 

About this time, I saw King often—He was a useful actor 
in many parts; a first-rate, in some: but it was not the ele- 
gant and polished gentleman; it was something quaint, or 
odd; in short, something singular; and then his painting was 
to the life, of the whimsical model he had created in his pow- 
erful genius—His Sir Peter Teazle, and his Lord Ogilby, 
could not be excelled; while his Archer possessed too perfectly 
the intriguing, saucy valet, ever to have been a gentleman. 
With regard to Mr. Powell—what shall I say of him?—He 
was the successor of Garrick!—it was launching his chariot, 
at once into the blazing sun; and yet he was not lost in 
the effulgent glory. Powell was seen distinct, in his own ap- 
propriate excellence; and he was great, both in tragedy and 
comedy; but in tragedy he most excelled. Churchill, whom 
it was very difficult to satisfy, when he laments the depar- 
ture of Garrick from Drury-lane, thus recovers his gayer note:— 

















= but we’ll sign an act of grace, 
Since you have left a Powell in your place.” 
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But, alas! this new Roscius did not possess the character 
of man, which had kept the mind, and the conduct of Gar- 
rick steady, from his first dawn of fame, through its highest 
meridian, to its setting hour. Powell’s youth was ardent; and, 
intoxicated with so rapid a celebrity, he fel a victim to its 
consequent excesses: He died, in the bloom of his days, of a 
fever, at Bristol. I turn from his premature tomb, with the 
regrets of taste, the compassion of a man; nay, the sympathy, 
that sheds an honest tear over the frailty of human nature. My 
next page shall shew a safer road—where youth may run alone— 
and safely dare “ The impatient throb for virtue and fur fame'” 

D. 
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( To be continued. ) 


A BRIDAL NIGHT. 


In the hurricane which desolated Barbadoes, in 1675. nei- 
ther mansion nor cot, neither house nor tree, escaped its ra- 
vages, except the few which were sheltered by some neigh- 
bouring hill or clift. In Speight’s Town, every house was 
either blown down or materially injured, Several families 
were buried in the ruins of their fallen habitations, and there 
was scarcely one but lamented some relation, friend, or ac- 
quaintance, swept to an untimely grave. Amidst this scene 
of ruin and misery, the fate of Major Streate and his fair 
bride, deserves to be remembered for its whimsical singula- 
rity. They had been married that evening, at the plantation 
called Anderson’s: but the pitiless storm, regardless of the 
sanctity of the marriage-bed, blew them from their bridat 
chamber; and with relentless fury, lodged them in a pimploe- 
hedge. In this bed of thorns, they were found the next 
morning, incapable of manifesting those tender attentions 
which their new-formed relation demanded, or affording each 
other the assistance which their comfortless condition re- 
quired. 
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THE ASSASSIN; 


OR THE 


History of John Dreadusught, Duke of Burgundy. 


¢ (Continued from page 266.) 

Tue Duchess, after a time, recovered the use of her senses, 
aud. awoke to feel all the horrors of her situation. The tears 
which flowed abundantly from her eyes, mixed with the blood 
which issued from the body of her husband. Sometimes she 
tore her clothes, sometimes she beat her bosom, and then 
clasped in her arms the mangled remains of the unhappy 
prince. After the first bursts of passion, a moment’s reflection 
convinced her that the Duke had been sacrificed to the re- 
venge of his treacherous rival. Addressing her son, she 
said,—“ We have shed tears enough for the present. It is 
time to think of vengeance on the assassin of your father.” 
Then, seizing the hand of the young Prince, she plunged it 
into pne of the bleeding wounds, and made him swear a ter- 
ible oath to avenge the best of fathers, ‘ Now,” rejoined 
she, “ it remains for us to discover the author of our misery. 
My suspicions, whether true, or false, rest on the Duke of 
Burgundy. I go to obtain confirmation of them.” She then 
had the body taken to the carriage, re-entered it with her son, 
and ordeted her servants to extinguish the flambeaux, and pro- 
ceed, hastily and with silence, to the palace inhabited by the 
Dauphin. 

When they arrived there, entering by a private dour, the 
Duchess proceeded to the apartment of the Prince, followed 
by her son in tears, and her servants bearing the body of 
her husband. The Dauphin, an utter stranger to what had 
happened, was then with his mother, queen Isabella, to whom 
he was congratulating himself on the happy success of his 
mediation between the two rival Princes. At this moment 
one of his officers appeared before him, and, with trembling 
consternation, informed him that the Duchess of Orleans waited 
in his apartment, and demanded the favour of an audience 
The Dauphin, surprised at this information, broke off his «)s- 
course, and went immediately to his closet. On drawing neas 
the door, he was alarmed at hearing sighs and sos imter- 
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mixed .with groans, ,He entered,, and what was his horror 
and. astonishment at perceiving a corpse, covered with blood, 
extended on the floor, On one side knelt the Duke of An- 
gouleme plunged. in grief, and on. the other side Valentina, 
the image of fixed and resolute despair. “ Prince,” cried she, 
raising her eyes precipitately, “ approach, and behold the bro- 
ther of your august, father, your uncle and my husband. 
Yes, it is the Duke of Orleans, whom infamous. assassins 
have mangled! see the horrible state in which I found him in 
the midst of the public road, as Iwas hastening to meet him.” 

While she spoke;the Dauphin was plunged in a gloomy si- 
lence. The, excess of grief and wonder had almost made him 
insensible.. But. recovering. himself, ‘he exclaimed, “ Ah! my 
dear uncle is dead!”’-~—and burst ints tears. 

Valentina, whom. this testimony of sincerity confirmed in 
the design which she meditated, said to him;—“ Since then, 
my lord, it is true that Louis was so dear to you, you will 
not refuse to avenge his death.” “To avenge?” replied he, 
“ yes, Princess, expect every thing ‘from nmiy grief and from 
my justice. But who are the perpetrators of this crime?” 
“« T venture to accuse the Duke of Burgundy. Yes, my Lord, 
it is he himself’. “Just heaven, the Duke of Burgundy! 
What proof have you?” - ‘* His hatred of Louis. The shades of 
mystery, I acknowledge, yet envelope this horrible catastrophe ; 
but an internal presentiment, which may be thought prejudice, 
forces, me to helieve that the Duke of Burgundy was the 
murderer of my husband. The frankness of your youth has 
led you to give him credit for the sincerity of his reconcilia- 
tion: but you have been deceived by a wretch, whose base 
heart revolts: not from perjury, or assassination.” “ What do 
you say, madam! my uncle murdered by the Duke of Bur- 
gundy?”’ “ Yes, by him; and to convince you, let this ene- 
my of my husband be summoned. Let him appear before you 
this night, immediately; and if, without betraying signs of 
guilt, he sustains the sight of this bleeding and mangled 
corpse, I consent to absolve him. But if the paleness of his 
countenance and the trembling of his limbs betray him, [ im- 
plore against him the sacred authority of which you are the 
depository. I trust, that no consideration will be suffered 
to screen him from the utmost punishment of the law.” 

The Dauphin was extremely unwilling to take this step, 
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and yet he knew not how to refuse. After a short interval 
of consideration he agreed to comply with the proposal of the 
Duchess. An officer was sent to John, requiring his imme- 
diate attendance, and, in the mean time, the servants of Valen- 
tina removed the body of her husband into an adjoining ca- 
binet; and placed it on a table, covering it with a large veil. 
The mother and son remained in the closet, anxiously await- 
ing the result of the interrogatory. 

The Duke of Burgundy had just returned to his palace 
with the accomplices of his guilt, when the order to appear 
before the Dauphin was announced to him. At this news, con- 
sternation and alarm spread throughout the guilty party. 
‘¢ What!” said one to another, “ summon the leader of our en- 
terprise during the night, immediately after we have sacrificed 
his enemy. Weare certainly betrayed. All is discovered, and 
it is time for us to seek for safety in flight.” The Duke 
himself was alarmed, but seeing the necessity there was for 
re-assuring his followers, he said to them—* Our secret cai- 
not have ‘been revealed. All who were acquainted with it 


joined in the action. Resume your senses; and remember that 


the Dauphin has often sent for me, to consult me on affairs 
of state. Adieu, my brave friends;—I shall obey his sum- 
mons; and in the mean time let me recommend you to re- 
tire in silence, and take some repose.” After this senseless 
adviee, (for he might have known from his own feelings that 
guilt cannot rest,) he quitted them. The conspirators then 
separated, and the Duke took his way to the palace of the 
Dauphin. 

That Prince, frightened at the terrible duty which he had 
to fulfil, trembled at the approach of Burgundy. He scarcely 
dared to look at him, least he should perceive the signs of 
guilt in his countenance. But assuming as much calmness 
as he could, he said: “ Duke, take a seat, and reply to my 
questions.” They both seated themselves, and the Dauphin 
continued thus:—“ I have been happy enough to establish 
between you and the Duke of Orleans a peace, the bands of 
which had been broken by the unfortunate enmity subsisting 
between you. The reconciliation between you has been con- 
firmed by a solemn oath. I wish to place confidence in 
your word; but you have enemies, and they accuse you—” 
“Of what, my Lord?” “Of disguising your secret senti- 
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ments.” ‘ And you believe them, Prince?” “ Duke, I believe 
nothing. I wait for your reply; which will determine uly 
opinion. The accusation, I trust, is unfounded; but it is a 
terrible one,” “ My lord, it does me injustice.” ‘+ Rests 
there then in your heart no trace of your ancient enmity?” 
“None. Our hatred is for ever extinguished.” “Do you 
think that the Duke of Orleans, on his-side, was capable 
of disguising his sentiments?” ‘ T always believed the Duke 
of Orleans to be sincere: I think so still.” And ‘you do 
not repent of the sacred engagement into which you have en- 
tered?” “I would repeat it, if it were necessary.” “Then, 
my lord Duke, I require you to repeat it, Your glory and 
the repose of my days require it.—Come ‘then, and silence the 
reports which injure your honour. Take the lamp, and follow 
me into the adjacent cabinet. There I have placed that, which, 
next to the Supreme Being and the authors of my existence, 
I ought to hold sacred beyond every thing else in the universe.” 

They then entered the room where the body of the Duke 
of Orleans had been placed. The Dauphin, pointing to that 
side of the table which sustained the mangled head, exclaimed, 
« Lift the veil, and uncover the sacred witness of your oath.” 
Burgundy, rendered the more bold, because he thought the 
Dauphin must be yet igporant of the murder of his uncle, 
approached the fatal table without any apparent hesitation, 
and while the Prince observed him with anxious inquietude, 
he. stretched out his hand and raised the veil. It is said, that 
at the touch of the assassin the corpse of his vietim began 
to bleed afresh. However that might be, the unexpected ob- 
ject before him overcame the daring intrepidity of the crimi- 
nal, and, trembling violently, he dropped the covering, crying 
out,— O heaven! it is the Duke of Orleans!” ‘* Yes,” re- 
plied the Dauphin, “it is he, and you have been his murderer!” 
Daunted still more by this dreadful accusation, Burgundy was 
on the point of confessing his guilt, But, after a moment, 
recovering himself, and resuming the effrontery of a veterav 
in wickedness, he exelaimed,—“ Do you call me the murderer 
of your uncle? On what proofs do you offer me so cruel an 
insult? [I wonder at ihy own patience in hesitating a. moment 
to avenge it. But be assured that it is your situation alone, 
as heir to the crown, and regent of the kingdom, which pro- 
tects you from my resentment. If any other person had so 
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offended me, I would instantly have washed out the stain on 
my honour in his blood, But you have lost a near relative, 
and the violence of your grief for this misfortune has be- 
wildered your understanding, and forms an excuse for your 
injurious suspicions, I also have lost a friend; for since 
the termination of our animosities, Louis had become as much 
the ‘object of my regard as he was previously of my hatred. 
My tears,’”’—(for here the hypocritical assassin began to weep,) 
“grea proof of the assertion. Yes, Prince, I find myself 
so overwhelmed with sorrow at this shocking scene, that I 
must beg leave to withdraw to my own palace, that I may 
indulge my lamentations. in secret.” 

This . diabolical. deception had the intended effect on the 
mind of the Dauphin; who, persuaded that his suspicions had 
wronged the accused, readily dismissed him, after apologizing 
for the offeuce he had given him, and requesting his co-ope- 
ration in his endeayours to find out and punish the criminal. 
John then went. away, exclaiming,—‘‘ Never before was s0 
atrocious a murder committed in this kingdom.” 

The Dauphin then, having no doubts in his own mind of 
the innocence of the Duke of Burgundy, rejoined Valentina 
and her son. He endeavoured, though not with complete suc- 
cess, to persuade the Duchess that her husband had not fallen 
a victim to the malice of his ancient enemy. That unfortunate 
lady, therefore, as she could bring forward no evidence to sup- 
port her suspicions, was obliged for the present to rest satisfied 
with a promise from the Prince, that every exertion shouldbe 
made to discover the guilty. 





To be concluded in our next. 





A BON-MOT OF FOX, 


Mr. Fox supped one evening with Edmund Burke at the 
Thatched-house, where they were served with dishes more ele- 
gant than substantial. Charles’s appetite being rather keen, 
he was far from relishing the kickshaws that were set before 
him, and addressing his companion—* These dishes, Burke,” 
said he, “are admirably calculated for your palate—they are 
both sublime and beautiful.” 








322 THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 


= easement 








eee a ee 


TO LADIES AT HOME: 


BY A FRIEND TO WOMAN. 


—LPILE Pom 


(Continued frompage 248.) 


AT my next visit to my young friend’s in Grosvenor-square, 
I had put a charming letter, on the graces of a bride, and 
the duties of a wife, into my pocket-book, to read to them. 
It came from the same pen as the former, which had pleased 
them so much before; but on my entrance into the boudoir, 
I found it so full of gauzes, trimmings, feathers, and flowers, 
French milliners, and English dress-makers, that, after a 
smile or two from the lovely sisters with, whom I came to hold 
my little lecture, I found no rest for the sole of my foot, or 
the drums of my ears, amongst the gay confusion spread on 
the floor, and from the unceasing click-clack of the fair ven- 
ders: making my bow I hastily retreated; and, in the course 
of the evening, transmitted to them a somewhat different story 
from that with which I had intended to entertain them in 
the morning—though, perhaps, it tends to the same point!— 
Graceful apparel, presupposing a graceful mind in the wearer, 
and a graceful mind, being full of charms, transforms the ca- 
sual admirer into the stationary lover; and the lover, by a 
natural and happy transition, into the lasting husband, “ to 
have and to hold, till death them do part!” 

The preposterous melange of discordant habiliments I had 
Seen spread out before them, in my hasty visit; the piles of 
ornaments, which, if worn, could only disfigure; alarmed me 
for the discretion, as well as the besieged pockets, of my young 
friends; and, by way of a few guiding, general hints, against 
such dangers to their persons and their purses, I threw to- 
gether the following billet-doux, on the nature, and power, and 
tendency, of real personal adornment. 

“It is very true, my dear young ladies, every person of 
just observation, who looks round upon the canvass groups 
of aunts, and grand-mammas, which hang on the walls which 
surround your more animated forms, must, on comparing their 
general modes of dress, and air of person, with those of the 
present times, acknowledge the evident improvement in ease and 
yracefulness—When I say this, I mean to give its mede of 
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praise, to the taste, which yet prevails with ladies of real judg- 
ment, to maintain something of the ease and grace attached 
to the once dominant Grecian costume amongst us,—against 
all the newly-sprung up Goths and Vandals, in the shapes of 
stay-makers, corset-inventors, &c. &c. who have just armed 
themselves with whalebone, steel, and buckram, to the utter 
destruction of all the native-born fine forms that fall into their 
hands. The judicious adversary to these hostilities against 
nature, and nature’s handmaid—a refined and delicate taste— 
will immediately chuse between the extremes of a too luxu- 
riant unbracing of the shape, and the stiffness which incar- 
cerates it in a coat of mail. And allow me to add, that 
elegantly apparelling the figure does not at all depend on the 
cost of the materials. Expence, without due consideration, may 
load, but seldom adorns. You may show profusion, without 
magnificence; you may cover a neck with pearls, a head with 
jewels, hands and arms with bracelets, rings, and other bijoutrie, 
and yet produce no effect, but that of having emptied some 
merchant’s travelling-pack upon your person. In short, the 
best chosen ornaments, and dress altogether, are those which 
so harmonize with the woman herself, that the raiment passes 
unobserved. Where a perfect whole is intended, it is a sign 
of defect in the execution, when the details first present them- 
selves to observation. In fact, the secret of dressing well, lies 
in simplicity ; and a positive adaption of its parts to your figure, 
your rank, and your circumstances. Yet to do this with 
the necessary consideration, does not require that attention to 
so minor an object, as is usually exhibited by persons who 
make the toilet a study: the taste I wish to infuse, is that 
nicely poised estimation of relative things, which shows it 
“worth our while to do well, what it is ever worth our while 
to do at all:” this disposition originates ,in that finely ordered 
style of mind, which adjudges elegance to be mseparable from 
propriety; and, in like manner, extends itself from the minutest 
objects to the greatest!” ‘“ Shew me a lady’s dressing-room,” 
observes a very celebrated writer,'* and I will tell you what 
manner of woman she is.” Lord Oxford also, (who was one 
of the most polished admirers of the sex,) has remarked, that 
an apparent sympathy runs through every action of our lives; 
and in consequence of this notion, he declares, that he could 
not help conceiving some idea of & lady’s sense and charac- 





= hin ian tyne Si ttm, oa iE Ni gue Mag 5 
- ee 7 
tine PRES = <a 


Ape Nee Tee 


324 THE LADIES ‘MONTHLY | MUSEUM. 
—EE —— 
ter, from the dress in whiehoshe: appeared; on his first seeing 
her; and he adds, that:he mever yet met with: a woman whose 
general mode was chaste, elegant, and »appropriate, that he 
did not find, on further ‘acquaintance, to: be of a disposition 
and mind, worthy admiration and love. | 
Costliness, being then proved no essential ina lady’s ward- 
robe, I shall proceed with my:few hints of what are the distin- 
guished requisites in a well-arranged toilet. While the beauty 
of form and complexion \is different, in. different women, the 
variation becomes greater when variety in years also becomes 
apparent. Hence the several styles.of dress: must vary like- 
wise, though simplicity must still: be the ground-work of all. 
it must never be forgotten, that the seasons of life should be 
arrayed like those of the year: in thespring..of youth, when 
all is hopeful and gay, then, as the lively green, sparkling 
in freshness, bedecks the earth,—so light, and transparent robes, 
of tender primrose hues, should adorn the limbs of the young 
beauty; and at this kalmy season, which Thomson describes 
as when nature herself walks abroad, with “ tenderness and 
love,” she should be seen in some “genial hour of morn, 
or eve,” in robes of thin silks or muslins; if in the morning, 
they should be of a length, sufficiently curtailed not to impede 
the equally wholesome and pleasant exercise of walking; but 
on no account, suffer your tire-woman to cut them too short, 
for when any design appears of shewing a pretty foot or ancle, 
the charm is lost, in the impression of the wearer’s unmaidenly 
indelicacy. On the reverse, when the lightly flowing drapery, 
by unsought accident, discovers the little foot, or taper ancle, 
a sense of virgin timidity, and of exquisite loveliness, strike 
upon the eye together; and admiration with a tender sigh, 
softly whispers—“ The most resistless charm is modesty!” 
The morning dress should entirely veil the arms, the bo- 
som, and even the neck; and if it be made close to the shape, 
every fine proportion is then delineated with a grace, so de- 
cent, that vestals, without a blush, might adopt the yesture. 
This simple garment leaves to beauty all her empire undis- 
puted; no furbelows, no heavy ornaments, load the figure and 
warp the flowing lines of grace; all is light, easy, and ele- 
gant, and the lovely wearer moves on the airy wing of youth 
and innocence. Let it, therefore, be registered as an axiom, 
to hang, visibly, by the side of your looking-glass, that where 
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beauty: is, Ornaments: are: unnecessary ; and: where “it: is ‘not, 
they ere unavailing; but as gems and flowers are ‘beautiful 
objects in themselves, if a fine young woman chuses to share 
her triumphs with the jeweller and florist, she may, not wn- 
gracefully, decorate her neck and arms with pearls, and tier 
bosom and hair, with a few flowers; the snow-drop, the lily 
of the valley, the violet, primrose, myrtle, and the queen of 
flowers, the rose; these, most lovely of the garden, may har- 
monize with her blooming years!—Cast then away, the hoard 
of tinselled ornaments, and fictitious precious stones, 1 saw 
covering your tables; in their stead behold the fragrant gift, 
which: accompanies this letter; and, if your monitor sees them 
elevated to your fair brows, and fairer bosoms—his next appea! 
shall shew; when, and by whom the gem, and more gorgeous 
arrayment, may be assumed, not merely with impunity, bat to 
advantage. ° | 
C—-. 
( To be continued. ) 


DECEMBER. 


19th.—Tue winter solstice begins, the sun continuing to 
rise and set within a minute of the same time from to day 
to the 25th instant inclusive. A more close calculation, how- 
ever, used for astronomical purposes alone, demonstrates that 
there is no such thing actually as a solstice—only, the times 
of the sun rising and setting each day, are nearer the same 
now and at Midsummer than they are at any other time of 
the year; and, in like manner, at equinoxes, the variation each 
day is the greatest. To speak with mathematical accuracy, 
we should call the 22nd of December, the shortest day. 

25th. Curistmas-pay.—The religious festival kept to-day, 


’ being the anniversary of the birth of Jesus Christ, and the 


beginning of our present era, is too well known throughout 
Europe to need any further description; we shall therefore 
pass immediately to the miscellaneous customs, rites, and an- 
tiquities of Christmas. 

The first and most remarkable circumstance in Christmas- 
time, and which gives it a peculiar appearance, in the interior 
of churches and houses, is their decoration with evergreens. 
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The next thing to be noted at Christmas, is its feasting. 
The plum-puddings, minced-pies, and a thousand made dishes 
of exquisite sorts, such as people,in common have but once 
a year, used to be, and still are in some places, brought 
on the jovial board of ancient hospitality to-day. The Christ- 
mas-dinner usually took place after the Mass and before Ves- 
pers; and afterwards in the eyening, the wassail bow], Christ- 
mas carols, and merry songs, with various pastimes, jokes, 
Christmas games, and drolleries, made up the evening’s en- 
tertainment; which was heightened by the merry ringing of 
the bells, and the mixture of music played both in the streets 
and in the houses. 

A contemporary writer, describing the decline of good old 
Christmas customs, humorously observes, “ These venerable 
customs are becoming every year less common;, the sending. of 
presents also, from friends in the country te friends in town, 
atthis once cheerful season, is, in a great measure, obsolete : 

‘nothing is to be had for nothing, now; and _,without the 
customary bribe of a barrel of oysters, or, a basket of fish, 
we may look in vain for arrivals by the York Fly, or the 
Norwich Expedition.” 

CHRISTMAS-BOXES OR PRESENTS.—The custom. of annual do- 
nations at Christmas, and on New Year’s-day, is very an- 
cient, being copied by the Christians from the Polytheists of 
Rome, at the time the public religion was changed, These 
presents, now-a-days, are more commonly made on the mor- 
row of Christmas. From this circumstance the festival of 
St. Stepien has got the nickname of Christmas, Boxing-day, 
and by corruption, Boxing-day. 

In London, and in many other parts of Europe, large fa- 
milies, and establishments keep regular lists of  tradesman’s 
servants, apprentices, and .other persons, who, come about 
making a, sort of annual claim on them for a Christmas- 
box on. this day. 

28ih.—The festival of the Holy Innocents or ,Childermass- 
day is intended to commemorate the slaughter of the Jew- 
ish children by Herod.. It is reported. by Macrobius, that 
the base and cruel order of Herod was so promptly executed, 
that even, one of the sons of the tyrant, then at nurse, fell 
a sacrifice w ith the other children. 
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LETTERS FROM A NORTHUMBERLAND CURATE. 


No. III. 


(Continued from page 276.) 
Mr. Eprror, 

1 Have now to enter on the details of that season of 
human life, in which not only is the character of the man 
formed, but his fortune also determined. As I look back 
on the long range of circumstances and eve nts by which my 
own life has been marked, I recur to that period of which 
I am now about to speak, as not only the most important, 
but the most interesting portion also of my weary pilgrimage. 
And though many calamitous years have now whitened my once 
auburn hair, I still seem to lose the recollection of their 
sorrows ahd griefs in the review of those days when I trod 
the classic banks of Isis, or wandered, s olitary musing, in the 
walk of Addison, at Magdalene. In detailing the events of 
my College life, I am insensibly led back to scenes so deeply 
engraven on my memory, as to inspire, even in their recol- 
lection, my now aged frame with youthful ardour, and to re- 
kindle in me that once eager desire of fame which, in years 
that have long since departed, prompted me to labours little 
short of Herculean. Indeed, my dear sir, I scarcely dare 
trust my pen to depict those halcyon days; and shall there- 
fore, to avoid exaggeration, give you a plain unvarnished nar- 
rative; and leave you and your numerous readers to draw* 
their own inferences as to my former and present condition 
But, ad rem. My last letter would inform you that I was 
an expectant of Winton honours. I had hoped, from the rapid 
advances I had made in literis humanioribus, that, ere long, | 
should have found good quarters in New College: but I was 
doomed, thus early, to experience disappointment. No vacancy 
occurring, (rare and infelicitous circumstance,) for two years, 
{ was, though duly qualified by ability, knowledge, and stand- 
ing, of necessity superannuated. Thus, in one sad moment, 
were all my schemes and expectancies of future advancement 
blasted and destroyed. This could not originate in mere ac- 
cident.—I am, therefore, very greatly inclined to believe, that 
there is much truth in astrological predictions and calcula- 
tions; as I well recollect that, as I one day strolled near 
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Farnham, a gipsy, whom I had solicited to the exercise of 
the black art, in my favour, foretold that my life would be 
marked by various disappointments, and vexations; but that, 
hy perseverance, I should ultimately surmount all difficulties, 
and become eminent and honoured. My wife assures me, that 
as the former part of the prediction has been most minutely 
verified, so I have every reason to believe that, in my old 
age, I shall find the trith of its more propitious part equally 
vindicated. In this hope, Mr. Editor, I proceed to state that 
when my succeeding to a vacancy at New College became 
hopeless, it was a matter of grave consideration with my pa- 
rents how I was to be disposed of. JI have already intormed 
you, that my father’s property was small; and with this a 
family of seven persons was to be maintained. Hitherto none 
of our family had ever stood behind a counter; nor had trade, 
in any of its mercenary branches, vulgarized their minds. 
My elder and only brether had strong expectations of becoming 
heir to an Irish cousin of large property, who had always 
promised, as he was a bachelor, to leave him a handsome 
provision.—But, after waiting many years in vain, for our 
cousin’s death, and for the large estate, the former came at 
length, and brought my brother Thomas a handsome legacy 
of £50!!!—Thus disappointed, my father solicited and obtained 
an appointment in India for him, where, after the lapse of 
thirty years, he yet resides, in affluence and honour. Three 
sisters remained without any independent provision ; and, there- 
tpre, the expences of a College education appeared to my 
father too heavy a tax for a younger son to levy on his small 
income. What was to be done? My father, yielding to the 
necessity of the.case, would have placed me with a respect- 
able clothier, had not the patrician notions of the females ab- 
solutely forbidden such a step. In this emergency, the inter- 
ference of my friend Jones, with a tutor of University Col- 
lege, obtained for me a nomination to a vacant scholarship 
on that foundation. With this aid, my father’s scruples gra- 
dually gave way, and, after much debate, I took my depar- 
ture for Oxford at the age of nineteen. How did my youth- 
ful heart beat high as the mail approached Alma Mater. | 
had advanced much in self-importance, and doubted not that, 
when I became a gownsman, I should rank high in every 
man’s opinion as well as in my own. It was the beginning 
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of Trinity Term; the weather was delightful; the evening calm 
and serene; and as we approached Oxford from Abingdon, 
the towers and minarets of its colleges and churches were 
becoming distinctly visible at a distance.—The setting sun 
gilded with mild effulgence every surrounding object.— 
The spire of the Cathedral, and the tower of Christ-churei, 
now ‘appeared distinctly before us; whilst the Isis, in 
all her calm meanderings, lay to our right.—The majestic 
elms of Christ-church, as we approached the town, excited 
my attention; which was soon more powerfully attracted 
by groups of gownsmen, walking in the delightful meadow 
The sight was new; and its novelty and its associations had 
quite absorbed my whole faculty of thought, when the well- 
known voice of Jones accosted me, as the coach crossed the 
bridge, m its progress towards Carfax.—No sooner had I de- 
scended at the Star, than my kind friend invited me to his 
rooms; where the scout had provided a welcome repast for 
the weary traveller. It was too late to call on the Tutor 
of my college: a sofa in Jones’s room offered me the needful 
accommodation for the night, the greater part of which, like 
Dido’s, was passed in anxious enquiries on my part, and faith- 
ful relations on his, as to the customs and conduct of my new 
residence. His inquiries of his own family and mine were 
minute and attentive, and evidently proved that he had not 
fergotten in his new associations the endearments of the old.— 
Much prudent advice, as to my future friendships, was min- 
gled with his congratulations on my arrival and entrance on 
a-college-life; every thing, in fact, indicated that he had grown 
both in wisdom and stature, and that he was no unobservant 
or unprofitable spectator of the world around him. 

On the morning after my arrival, I was accompanied by 
Jones to the lodgings of the Master of our college. Dr. We- 
therell was a man of great learning, and sound principles: 
He was the friend of the amiable President of Magdalene, 
the learned Dr. Horne, bishop of Norwicii.—He had, like the 
bishop, embraced the Hutchinsonian system; and was the 
friend and patron of Dr. Horne’s biographer, Mr. Jones, of 
Nayland. Dr. Hodges, the learned author of Elihu, was 
also one of this band of brothers. Although their peculiar 
sentiments rendered them, in some degree, isolated from the 
rest of the University, they were nevertheless held in high 
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esteem and respect for their acknowledged talents and learn- 
ing:» On my introduction to our master, £ was congratulated 
ow my appointment; and after receiving a courteous admoni- 
tion, as to my future conduct, was introduced to Mr. Dry*, 
under whose superintendance, I was soon arrayed in academic 
habilinents, for: presentation at the Vice-chancellor’s, in order 
to matriculation. This ceremony being over, and oaths, of 
which I knew not the purport, having been most unceremo- 
niously taken, and the fees paid, I was conducted back to 
the rooms of the Rev. Mr. S———, the then senior tutor; 
under whom J had been entered. This gentleman is now 
living, having attained the utmost limits of human existence; 
and it is, no unmerited compliment to state, that his urbanity, 
kindness, and attention, endeared him, in no common degree, 
to those of our members, who had the advantage of his tuition, 
and the pleasure of his acquaintance. His subsequent prefer- 
ment to a valuable college living, was only matter of regret, 
as it separated him from a circle of attached friends and 
pupils. 

Here, Mr. Editor, my narrative must. for the present ter- 
minate; but before my letter closes also, I must be permitted 
to remark on the folly which seems to have marked my outset 
in life. My expectations could be but small from-my father, 
and I had none from any other quarter; a curacy of £60 
per annum was the full extent of my probable preferment ; 
and yet, to obtain this paltry pittance, I was about to sacrifice 
four of the best years of my life, and to incur an expenditure 
but little short of one thousand pounds. Such is the case of 
every young man seeking admission into the clerical body, 
unless he has friends of great wealth, or great influence. 
Merit, piety, and talents, are not requisite to ecclesiastical 
preferment in our church, nor do they promise to their pos- 
sessor any advantage or professional advancement. Such, at 
least, is the opinion, which a long and practical acquaint- 
ance with the world has induced me to form. 

My next letter will introduce you and your readers to the 
knowledge of many of the mysteries of our Universities: and 
tend, I doubt-not, in conjunction with the labours of the 
learned master of Tunbridge-school, to enlighten the minds of 











* The celebrated tailor and robe-maker, near Queen’s-college. 
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those unsuspicious parents who affect ignorance how their sons 
can become, in these seats of learning, so innocently immerged 
in debt, disgrace, and difticulty.—I shall not, Mr. Editor. 
have lived in vain, if these Memoirs shall awaken the prudent 
vigilance of any father, or save from ruin any unthinking youth. 
If my claims to professional advancement. shall be disregarded 
by premiers, or bishops, and I die, as I now am, an unknown 
and an obscure curate, still it shall be the solace of my latest 
hours that I have contributed my mite towards the well-being 
of society; and done something worthy of being had in re- 
membrance. I am, Mr. Editor, 


Your obedient servant, 
A NorTHUMBERLAND Curate. 


P.S. My wife has accidentally perused this letter; she says 
it is utterly unfit for your pages; being quite, as she calls it, 
a dull, matter-of-fact letter; no interesting adventures, stories, 
or tales, being contained therein, I feel, however, satistied 
that you, at least, will consider that to improve is a more 
honourable ambition than to amuse mankind; and that it is 
every man’s duty to endeavour to leave the world better than 
he found it. So much I have deemed it right to urge in 
my own defence; but my future letters will prove that the 
dulcé et utile shall be skilfully amalgamated, and that to “ please 
the fair” is still an object of honourable ambition to an old 
divine. 

(To be continued- ) 





ORIGIN OF THE WORD “ LADY.” 


ForMeERLy, when the affluent lived all the year round at their 
mansions in the country, the lady of the manor distributed 
to her poor neighbours, with her own hands, once a week, o1 
oftener, a certain quantity of bread, and she was called by 
them Leff-day, that is, in the Saxon, the bread-giver. These 
two words were in time corrupted, and the meaning is now 
as little known as the practice which gave rise to it; yet it 
is from that hospitable custom that, to this day, the ladies of 
this kingdom alone serve the meat at their own table. 
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BIOGRAPHY OF ECCENTRIC CHARACTERS. 


LADY DAVIES. 


(Concluded from page 251.) 

Tats unfortunate lady, now fully prepossessed with the no- 
tion that she was endowed with supernatural powers, pro- 
ceeded to publish her predictions relative to persons of the 
highest rank in the nation. According to her own account, 
the Queen, Henrietta Maria, was weak enough to consult her. 

But her spirit of divination gave offence to those who were 
the subjects of it, particularly Archbishop Laud, the successor 
of Abbot, in consequence of which, Lady Eleanor was sum- 
moned before the ecclesiastical commissioners in October, 1633. 
The result of her examination before them was unfavourable. 
She was fined three thousand pounds, and committed to the 
Gate-house, a close prisoner, for two years, being debarred 
the use of books, pen, ink, or paper. According to her own 
statement, she was not allowed the service of any female at- 
tendant; a circumstance certainly indicating that she was 
treated with an unnecessary degree of harshness. ' 

Dr. Heylin, in his “ Life of Archbishop Laud,” thus no- 
tices the prosecution of this Lady.—*‘ And that the other sex 
might whet their tongues upon him also, the Ladie Davies, 
the widow of Sir John Davies, Attorney-general for King 
James in Ireland, scatters a prophecy against him. This lady 
had before spoken something unluckily of the Duke of Buck- 
ingham, importing that he should not live till the end of Au- 
gust, which raised her to the reputation of a cunning woman 
among the ignorant people: and now [1634,] she prophecies 
of the new archbishop, that he should live but a few days 
after the fifth of November. For these and other idle prophe- 
cies of a more mischievous nature, she was after brought 
into the Court of High Commission; the woman being grown 
so mad that she fancied the spirit of the prophet Daniel to 
have been infused mto her body; and this she grounded on 
an anagram which she made of her own name, viz.: ELeaNnor 
Davies:—Reveat O Daniet. And though it had too much by 
an L, and too little by an s, yet she found Daniel and Reveal 
in it, and that served her turn. Much pains were taken by 
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this court to dispossess her of this spirit; but all would not 
do til Dr. Lamb, then Dean of Arches, shot her, through and 
through, with an arrow borrowed from her own quiver. For 
while the bishops and divines were reasoning the point with 
her out of Holy Scriptures, he took a pen in his hand, and 
at last hit upon this excellent anagram, viz.: Dame ELeanor 
Dayits;—NeEver so MAD A Lapy; which having proved to be 
true by the rules of art, “ Madam,” said he, “I see you build 
much on anagrams, and [ have found one which I hope will 
fit you.” This said, and reading it aloud, he put it into her 
hands in writing; which happy fancy brought that grave court 
into such laughter, and the poor woman into such confusion, 
that afterwards she grew,either wiser or was less regarded.” 

On the preceding passage we may remark, that Dr. Heylin, 
has been unnecessarily severe on Lady Eleanor, as a manu- 
facturer of anagrams, for, on reference to the pamphlet al- 
ready mentioned, “The Lady Eleanor, her Appeal,” it appears 
that the anagram ReveaL O Daniet, was formed from her maiden 
name Eveanor AupDLEy; so that she had taken no greater li- 
herties with the letters of the alphabet than the rules_pre- 
scribed for this species of composition allow. Literary trifles 
of this description were extremely fashionable in the beginning 
of the seventeenth century. A large portion of the poetical 
works of Sir John Davies consists of acrostics; and it has 
been remarked, that they are not only the best acrostics in 
the English language, but that they really possess a great deal 
of poetical merit. It is therefore, very probable, that Lady 
Eleanor derived from her husband a taste for such compo- 
sitions. 

If Lady Davies did not, as Dr. Heylin supposed, become 
wiser, she appears to have become more prudent. That she 
did not however relinquish her pretensions to supernatural il- 
lumination, appears from a pamphlet, which she published in 
1651, intitled ‘“‘ The Restitution of Prophecy; that Buried Ta- 
lent to be revived. By the Lady Eleanor.” This tract is said 
to be very obscure, except in those parts which relate to her 
former sufferings, where she speaks in very severe terms of 
those whom she considered as her persecutors. They were 
all, at that period, dead or deprived of power; so that she could 
with safety animadvert on their conduct. And her fanaticism 
was then by no means singular, a multitude of mad enthu- 
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siasts having arisen during the civil wars, whose \extrava- 
gancies, thouigh they could not justify those of her ladyship, 
yet served in some degree to keep her in countenance. 

Before we close this account of Lady Davies, we ought in 
justice, to observe that her character and conduct seem to have 
been. free from reproach, except on the score of her prophetical 
pretensions. Dr. Peter du Moulin, says of her—*“That she 
was learned above her sex, and humble below her fortune: 
having a mind so great and noble, that prosperity could not 
make it remiss, nor her deepest adversity cause her to shrink 
or.discover the least pusillanimity or dejection of spirit; being 
tull of the love of God, to that fulness, the smiling world could 
not add to, nor the frowning detract from, it.” 

If she merited this encomium, it is the more to be lamented 
that she should have suffered her imagination so far to get 
the better of her judgment, as to induce that. state of mind 
which led her into the mischievous excesses already pointed 
out. And her example ought to operate as a warning ‘to all 
not to indulge in those flights of fancy, which may prompt-us 
to believe ourselves gifted with extraordinary talents or endow- 
ments, and call forth those emotions of vanity and self-conceit, 
which cannot fail to terminate in mental or moral degradation. 

The subject of this memoir died soon after the publication 
of her last-mentioned work, in the year 1652; having survived 
her second husband about eight years. 


ELEGANT COMPLIMENT FROM AN OLD MAN. 


Wuen Fontenelle was ninety-seven years of age, he hap- 
pened to be in company with the then young and beautiful 
Madame Helvetius, who had been married but a few weeks. 
Fontenelle was always a great admirer of beauty, and he had 
been paying the bride many compliments, as refined as they 
were gallant. When the guests were sitting down to table, 
however, he passed her, and set himself down without per- 
ceiving her, “See, now,” said Madame Helvetius, “what de- 
pendance is to-be put on all your fine speeches; you pass on 
before me, without even looking at me!” Madame,” said the 
gallant old man, “if I had stopped to look at you, I could 
never have passed on,” 
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NOTICES OF NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


HISTORY. 

GREECE IN 1823, and 1824; being a Series of Letters, &c. on 
the Greek Revolution. By the Hon. Col. Leicester Stanhope. Lond. 
1824. 8vo.—The author of this work offered his services to the Greek 
Committee ; which being readily accepted, he proceeded to the scene of 
those events which he describes, where he was actively engaged, in 
promoting the views of those who wish to dismember the Turkish 
Empire. Col. S., holding a commission in the British Army, was 
recalled by a mandate from home. The remarks of such an observer, on 
recent occurrences, cannot be expected to display that calmness and 
impartiality which are among the not essential qualities of an bistori- 
cal writer. However, this volume, notwithstanding some obvious in- 
accuracies, affords much important information, and may be of use to 
the future historian of the Greek Revolution. 

AN EPITOME OF THE HISTORY, LAWS, AND RELIGION 
OF GREECE. By Thomas Stackhouse, 12mo.—The present state of 
Greece, probably, led to the publication of this historical abridgment, 
which is not ill executed; though it possesses no peculiar merit to entitle 
it. to. a pteference over other works of the kind previously existing. 

VIEW OF THE STATE OF EUROPE, during the middle ages. 
By H. Hallam, esq. 3rd edit. 3 vols. 8vo.—This is not a work of deep 
research; but it contains an interesting survey of the state of society 
during an important period; and may be recommended as a useful 
manual to the general reader. We therefore take this opportunity of 
announcing the recent appearance of a third edition, a circumstance 
which in some measvre guarantees the value of the publication. 


BIOGRAPHY. 


THE LIFE OF LORD BYRON continues to be the great object of 
popular curiosity, Mr. Medwin’s Journnat, first published in quarto, 
has since undergone two impressions in octavo. The late Mr. Dallas, 
who was related to Lord Byron by marriage, having been pre- 
vented, by an injunction of the Chancellor, from laying before the 
public the correspondence of Lord Byron, the information it would 
have. afforded has been arranged in another form, and the work con- 
taining it has just appeared with the following title:—Recotections 
of THE Lire or Lorp. Byrox, from 1808, to 1814. By the late 
R. C. Dallas, esq., 8v0.—This work, which has, been edited by the 
son of the author, hardly yields, in point of interest, to the production 
of Captain Medwin, while it does not possess the same objectionable 
features. 
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NOVELS. 


HELENA EGERTON, or Traits of Female Character.—This is 
second edition, with alterations, of a novel published in two volumes, 
in 1818, under the title of “Woman, or Minor Maxims.” In its 
present improved form, this work is instructive and amusing. 

RAMESES; an Egyptian Tale, with Historical Notes of the Era of 
the Pharaohs; 3 vols. 12mo.—To compositions like the volumes before 
us, uniting fact with fiction, we are by no means partial. There is 
extant a romance called ‘‘Sethos,” from the pen of the Abbe Terras- 
son, the French translator of Diodorus Siculus, of which this Egyptian 
Tale appears to be an imitation. 

ROTHELAN, a Romance of the English Histories. 3 vols. 12m0,— 
Anything from the pen of Mr. Galt, can scarcely fail to be interesting ; 
and these tales, written by him, form no exception to the remark. 

THE CONFESSIONS OF A GAMESTER. 12mo.—JAMES FORBES, 
a Tale. 12mo.—The object of both these works seems to be to teach 
morality through the medium of fiction. Such a design is commend- 
able; and is pursued with some success in the tale of ‘James Forbes ;” 
which is more than can be said in favour of ‘‘ The Confessions.” 

DECISION, a Tale, by Mrs. Hofland. 12mo.—The authoress of 
this tale has added another to the rather extensive list of moral and 
entertaining works, which she has produced for the benefit of the 
rising generation. Her writings are too well known and too justly 
appreciated to require our commendation. 

WINTER TALES: or European Nights’ Entertainments. Edited by 
Maria Scott. 12mo.—This volume contains twenty-three narratives, ori- 
ginal and translated. According to the editor’s statement, these tales 
were composed by the members of a Christmas party, assembled for 
the amusement of an invalid. But to whatever circumstances they 
may have owed their origin, they are not without merit; and are well 
calculated to entertain a social party, either in winter or summer. 





POETRY. 

The ninth number of Mr. Moonr’s Iriso Metopirs, has just been 
published. It contains several beautiful poems; and is by no means in- 
ferior to the preceding parts of the collection. 

A new edition has been printed of the small volume published 
several years since by Lornp StrAncrorp, as a translation from the 
works of the Portuguese Poet Camoens. Though the poems of Lord S. 
convey little or no idea of the pieces from which they are pro- 
fessedly taken, they have much merit as spirited and elegant compo- 
sitions; and, therefore, the republication of them will prove an accepta- 
ble service to the lovers of poetry. 
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THEODRIC; a Domestic Tale; and other Poems; by Thomas 
Campbell, author of ‘The Pleasures of Hope,” &c.—This volume 
wiH add another laurel to the poetic garland the author has so de- 
servedly won. In our Apollonian Wreath, we have subjoined a 
specimen of the tale of “Theodric;” and in our next, we shall give 
an extract or two from his ‘‘ Poems.” 


FINE ARTS. 

MEMOIRS OF PAINTING, with a Chronological History of the 
Importation of the Pictures by the Great Masters into England since 
the French Revolutiun, By W. Buchanan, esq. 2 vols. 8vo.—The title 
of this work sufficiently indicates its contents. Though the author has 
fallen into occasional mistakes, the intelligence he has collected is 
sufficiently interesting and important to render his publication extremely 
valuable. ) 

PAPYROPLASTICS, small 4to.—This volume is translated from 
the German, and describes the art of modelling in paper,—an elegant 
and instructive amusement. 

EDUCATION. 

FAMILIAR ILLUSTRATIONS of the principal Evidences and Designs 
of Christianity. By Maria Hack. 18mo.—A SYNOPSIS of the EVI- 
DENCES OF RELIGION, &c. By Rev. J. Topham, M. A. &c.—Both 
these works are adapted to convey to the minds of young persons 
valuable information, on a topic too often neglected by those who 
undertake the task of instruction. The first-mentioned is the produc- 
tion of a young lady belonging to the society of Friends. The latter 
work is drawn up by a clergyman. 


BOTANY. 

The first Number of a new work called the BOTANIC GARDEN, or 
Magazine of Hardy Flower Plants, by Mr. Maund, appeared this 
day. It is intended, we understand, to combine much interesting infor- 
mation with coloured figures of the flowers, at a moderate price. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

FRIENDSHIP’S OFFERING, or the Annual Remembrancer, &c. 
for 1825.—This is one of the rival publications which originated from the 
success of Mr. Ackermann’s “ Forget Me Not.” Like that work, it con- 
tains poetical pieces of various kinds, and prose narratives; but it also 
includes views and descriptions of European Cities, with Charades, and a 
Calendar for memorandums, embellished with vignette wood cuts. 

LETTERS hetween Amelia in London and her Mother in the Country. 
12mo.—This volume consists of an imaginary correspondence, first published 
in Ackermann’s Repository of Arts. It is a pleasing production from 
the pen of the late Mr. Combe, author of the Tours of Dr. Syntax 
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Entelligence relatibe to Hiterature and the Arts. 


SIR EGERTON BRYDGES.—This gentleman is said to be engaged 
in writing ‘ Recollections of Foreign Travel, on Life, Literature, and 
Self-Knowledge.” The remarks of such an experienced observer of 
mankind, can scarcely be otherwise than interesting. 

Lord Byron.—Mr. Hobhouse has written a pamphlet in answer to 
some of the assertions published by Mr. Medwin.—Some anonymous 
writer has taken advantage of the public credulity, to put forth an account 
of a voyage of Lord B. in the Mediterranean in 1821, which was quoted 
in the newspapers as authentic, but appears to be completely fictitious 

R. B. Sheridan.—Moore’s promised Life of Sheridan, is in a state of 
considerable forwardness. 

Miss Benger has in the press, Memoirs of Elizabeth, Queen of 
Bohemia, Daughter of James I. 

Diorama.—The French Journals commend, in strong terms, a View of 
Rosslyn Abbey, just opened for exhibition at Paris. 

Marble.—A bed of green marble, of that beautiful kind called Verde 
Antique, is said to have been discovered in the county of Galway 
in Ireland. It will be likely to prove valuable for the purposes of 
art, or ornament. 

Maritime Expedttions.—Captain Lyon has returned from his Arctic 
Voyage without success, having lost the ship’s boats, and encountered 
great danger.—The Dutch have sent out a vessel to the South Seas, 
for the purpose of discovery. 

Mary, Queen of Scots.—The original MSS. of the much contested fove- 
letters of this Princess to the Earl of Bothwell, are said to have been 
discovered, and are about to be made public. 

Raphael.—The tapestries made for Henry VIII, from the cartoons 
of this great painter, have been brought to England, and are at pre- 
sent exhibiting in Piccadilly. 

Classical Literature.—Fragments of the works of Cicero and Aulus 
Gellius are stated to have been lately discovered, in a German 
Monastery. 

New Novels.—The author of “ Highways and Byways, or Tales of 
the Road Side,” is going to send forth immediately a fresh series 
of narratives:—and a continuation of Mr. Hook’s “Sayings and Do- 
ings,” is about to make its appearance. 

THE GOOD NURSE, or Hints on the Management of the Sick 
and Lying-in Chamber, and the Nursery; by a Lady; dedicated, by 
permission, to Mrs, Priscilla Wakefield, will be published on the 
7th of December, in one vol, 12mo. 
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EPITOME OF PUBLIC AFFAIRS, 
FOR NOVEMBER 1824. 





The King has been indisposed with a slight fit of the gout, which 
confined him to his room for more than ten days. He is now recovered, 
and has arrived in London; and, it is said, intends visiting the theatres 
of Drury-lane and Covent-garden.—The Recorder waited on his Ma- 
jesty, to make a report of the criminals convicted at the Old Bailey 
Sessions for September, when John Harewood, found guilty of highway 
robbery, was ordered for execution on the 25th. And on the 24th, the 
October convicts were reported, when Mr, Fauntleroy, the banker, of 
the firm of Marsh, Stracey, and Co. of Berners-street, was ordered 
for execution on Tuesday, the 30th. Various efforts were made to save 
this unfortunate gentleman from his ignominious end; petitions from 
the creditors of the firm, from his wife, and from most of the towns 
throughout the kingdom, were presented to the Secretary for the Home 
Department, but in vain. 

Lord Viscount Granville has been appointed Ambassador to the Court of 
Paris, in the room of Sir Charles Stewart ; and the Right Hon. Sir 
Charles Bagot succeeds the former as Ambassador to the King of the 
Netherlands. 

Forricn Transactions.—An impostor, pretending to be the son of 
Louis XVI, landed at Havre de Grace, from an American vessel, on 
the 20th of last month, and was instantly seized and committed to 
prison by the municipal authorities,—The funeral of Louis XVIII. 
took place on the 25th ult. with the usual ceremonies, at St. Denis, 
the ancient burying-place of the royal family of France.—It appears to 
be the decided intention of the present French Ministry to withdraw 
the army from Spain. Some movements have already been made by 
the troops, preparatory to this measure; which has given rise to some 
speculations at home, as to its probable effect on the tranquillity of 
Europe. 

Accounts have been received from Greece, stating the total destruction 
of the Turkish fleet. Three engagements took place, in the last of 
which, between the island of Cos and the coast of Caramania, the 
Greeks took and burnt several of the enemies’ vessels, and made 
many prisoners. They have also taken a great deal of money. 

The war with the Burmese still continues, without any very deci- 
sive advantage on either side. An attack of the enemy on the East 
India Company’s cruizer, Vestal, has been repulsed, and their troops 
have been driven from a position they had taken up on the river 
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Kullung. Eighty-one pieces of artillery, and six hundred stand of arms, 
were taken at Rangoon. 

In South America, it is stated, that the Spaniards were retreating 
before General Bolivar, at the head of 15,000 fine troops. It was 
expected that Lima would fall into his hands; and, with a promised 
reinforcement of 5,000 men from Panama, it was generally believed 
that he would be enabled to liberate the whole of Peru from the ju- 
risdiction of the royalists. 

Domestic Events.—-The failure in Berners-street, has been followed by 
the stoppage of the banking-house of Messrs. Chambers and Son, in 
Bond-street, much to the consternation of the tradesmen at the West 
end of the town It is, however, understood, that an examination of 
the affairs of Messrs. C. has proved very satisfactory to their creditors. 
—Two sons of a Tumkey at Newgate, were charged before the Lord 
Mayor, with stealing a parcel, containing £2955, from the porter of 
Messrs, Snow and Co.—Thomas Wick, an auctioneer in King-street, 
Southwark, has been arrested for forgery.—At Chester Sessions, Mary 
Hewitt, a young woman of respectable family, was sentenced to seven 
years transportation, for shop-lifting.—A_ ridiculous dispute about a black 
marble tomb, in Islington church-yard, led to cross-indictments for as- 
saults between a Captain Burne, and a statuary named Phelps. ‘They 
were tried at Middlesex Sessions, when the latter was acquitted, and 
the former found guilty, and fined.—At the same Sessions was tried, 
an appeal on the part of the parish of Chelsea, against an order for 
the support of a young lady, the natural daughter of a Mr. Holland, 
become chargeable in consequence of being turned out of doors by her 
father.—Two persons wete found guilty at the Surrey Sessions, of as- 
saulting a poor woman who was indebted to one of them for rent. 
She had lain-in but a few days, when they stript her of her furni- 
ture, and even took the clothes from the bed on which she was lying. 
They were sentenced to pay a fine of £10.—At Dundalk Quarter Ses- 
sions, on the 14th ult., came on the tnal of Lord’ Viscount Clermont, for 
assaulting twa lads, the sons of a labouring man, who had incurred his 
displeasure by refusing to pound a horse and cart which obstructed his 
Lordship on the road. Lord C. was convicted of the assaults, and 
fined £20.—Mr. Elliston was prosecuted for an assault by Mr. Wil- 
liams, a theatrical performer, and the affair ended in the former paying 
the costs of the action.—E. Harris was convicted at the Old Bailey of 
robbing and ill-treating Sarah Drew, under circumstances of peculiar 
aggravation, and received sentence of death.—Robert Mulley and James 
Enew, were tried at the Old Bailey, for perjury, in having falsely sworn 
that two young ladies were above 21 years of age, in order to obtain 
licences, on which they were married. They were found guilty, but 
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dismissed on giving security to appear, if called on, to receive judg- 
ment.—At Doncaster Sessions, three gentlemen were indicted for rob- 
bery, by the keeper of a gaming-table at the races, and acquitted. 

On the 3d inst. Mr, Westall, a commercial traveller, and Captain 
Gourlay, fought a duel near Edinburgh, in which the latter was 
killed.—Some person unknown fired a ball through the shop window 
of Mr. Jarrin, confectioner, of Bond-street.—A female child, about eleven 
years old, who had been lost some months since at Boston, was lately 
discovered to have been murdered; and another child, stil! younger, has 
been found drowned. Investigations into these horrible events are now 
pending.—At Lancaster Sessions, an innkeeper was indicted by an at- 
torney, for refusing him accommodation during the last Assizes. The 
trial will take place next Sessions.—A widow lady of respectability died 
lately in Ilchester prison, whither she was conveyed a few weeks ago, 
on being arrested for debt. Captain Venegas, an officer of the Spanish 
Constitutional Army, who had fought under Lord Wellington, applied 
at the Mansion-house lately for relief from absolute starvation. 

Some extensive robberies, committed by the servants of Mr. Mullett 
and Mr. Sadgrove, upholsterers in Moorfields, have recently been de- 
tected; and the delinquents, together with the receivers of the stolen 
goods, committed to prison.—A horrid murder has been} perpetrated by 
a tradesman at Walworth, on the person of his own child, an infant 
a year and a half old. The man, who appears to be insane, has been 
committed for trial. 

This month has been rendered remarkable for the many serious fire: 
which have taken place:—in Edinburgh, a most destructive conflagration 
depopulated several streets, and destroyed, in its ravages, the steeple, 
belfry, and clock, of the Tron Church ;—but in London, the destructive 
element has made even more considerable ravages: on the 18th, property 
to the amount of £100,000, was destroyed by a fire in Fleet-street 
next evening, Ludygate-hill suffered almost an equal loss; the extensive 
warehouses of Messrs. Wilkinsons being totally destroyed, and nine other 
houses much damaged. On Tuesday morning, Messrs. Robinson’s Sta- 
tiogery warehouse, at Dowgate, was destroyed; and some adjoining ex- 
tensive premises suffered severely. Leadenhall-street, Dock-head, Shoot- 
er’s Hill, and several other parts of London and its vicinity, have als 
experienced the devastating effects of this devouring element. 

A distressing case of seduction lately occurred at Dublin, Mis. 
Moulds, the wife of a solicitor, and mother of three children, eloped 
with a Mr. Pim. They were followed by the lady’s husband, wh» 
overtook and separated them, after having secured the property with 
which they decamped. 
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DRURY-LANE THEATRE. 

The Manager has engaged Mr. Ducrow and his stud of horses, 
as performers at this theatre. For the purpose of exhibiting these 
animals to the best advantage, a piece has been got up, called “The 
Enchanted Courser; or, the Sultan of Curdistan.” ‘The story is taken 
from the Arabian Nights’ Entertainments, and the scenery and decora- 
tions displayed all the splendour of oriental imagination. The horses, 
however, did not shine in this equestrian drama.—Mrs. Centlivre’s 
Comedy ‘‘The Wonder,” has been revived, for the purpose of intro- 
ducing Mrs. Yates, a second time, to a London audience. She per- 
formed Violante with great spirit; while Elliston, in Don Felix, semed 
to possess no spirit at all. Harley, in Lissardo, was, as he always, is, 
exceedingly amusing.—The Opera of ‘Der Freischutz” was produced 
here on the 10th inst. It differs but little from the piece brought 
out at the Lyceum; and can claim no commendation, except for the 
beauty of some of the scenery. 


COVENT-GARDEN THEATRE. 

A new candidate for theatrical fame has appeared at this theatre, a 
Mrs. Sloman, who aspires to be the successor of Miss O’Neil. She 
has performed, with much applause, the characters of Belvidera in 
Venice Preserved, and Isabella in The Fatal Marriage.—On the even- 
ing of the Lord Mayor’s day, an old Comedy, written by Rowley, a con- 
temporary of Shakespeare, was exhibited, with some alterations, to adapt 
it to moder taste. Mrs. Welsted, the heroine, falls in love with a 
profligate in a gambling-house, and marries him; expecting that he 
will dissipate her fortune and try her temper; but the very reverse 
happens, for the object of her choice becomes frugal and industrious, 
and treats her with kindness. The play concludes with a Lord Mayor's 
show, as it appeared fuur centuries ago. Miss Chester played the 
ptincipal character; Miss Lacy that of her sister-in-law ; anc Mr. Kemble 
and Mr. Young the two principal male characters. 


THE HAYMARKET THEATRE. 
This house was closed for the season, on the 15th inst. after the 
performance of Rosinz, and Every One has His Fault.—Mr. Dowton 
delivered a suitable address on the occasiun. 


THE ENGLISH OPERA. 

Mr. Matthews, fora few nights previous to his departure for Dublin, 
entertained the public with the exhibition of his Trip to America, 
and the Youthful Days of Mr. Matthews; to the great delight of his 
numerous adimirers. 
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THE 


MIRROR OF FASHION 


FOR DECEMBER, 1824. 


EVENING DRESS. 


A WHITE crape dress over a white satin slip: the border is 
finished with a wadded hem, and is ornamented with two fes- 
tooned flounces, surmounted by rich sprigs of flowers on each 
wave: the body is plain, and finished with a rouleau round tlie 
bust; the sleeves are full, and let in with quillings of silk net, 
bound by a white satin band; the same trimming forms a sto- 
macher front. An elegant silk scarf is thrown carelessly over 
the arm. White kid gloves, and white satin shoes. 


WALKING DRESs. 


A PELISSE of pistachio coloured gros de Naples; the back is 
full; the sleeves are cut full at the shoulder, and narrow to- 
wards the wrist; a broad fur is placed round the hem of the skirt. 
Pistachio coloured hat and feathers, tied under the chin, with 
broad riband. With the hatis worn an Urling’s lace cap, richly 
trimmed. A muff worn to correspond with the broad fur at the 
border of the pelisse. 


Heap-press.—The hair is worn in very full curls, to meet on 
the forehead; equally full at top as atthe sides. The hair is 
dressed in large clusters of small bows, or, partly, puffs, and 
rolled at the back of the head, on the Grecian model. Pearls 
and flowers, and, occasionally feathers, tastefully displayed, 
are still worn in full dress. 


These fashionable head-dresses were invented by Mr. Cottey, 
28, Bishopsgate-street within. 


For the dresses we are, as usual, indebted to the taste of 
Miss Pierpotnt, No. 12, Edward-street, Portman-square. 
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GENERAL MONTHLY STATEMENT OF FASHION. 


Tue fashions for the last month of the year are now, in 
a great degree, decided. Among the latest novelties we have 
witnessed is a pelisse of gros de Naples, of a bright scarlet 
geranium colour, trimmed with a very broad border of swans- 
down, or of ermine. Its closeness round the form, and un- 
sparing portion of fur, render it a very desirable out-door co- 
vering during the cutting winds of bleak December. 

Mountain-cloaks, for the carriage, composed of silk of all co- 
lours, are in great estimation: they are an improvement on the 
Venetian cloaks worn last winter, and are more convenient by 
their being made with arm-holes. The most admired is of richly 
figured gros de Naples, ofa fine ruby colour, and trimmed all round 
with fur. The pelisses are rather more ornamented than they 
were lately.—Satin rouleaux, bias folds, and narrow flounce 
trimmings, form the chief embellishments. The busts are or- 
namented with embossed foliage, or braiding. The collars are 
narrow, and do not stand up; they are surmounted by a French 
ruff of Urling’s patent lace. 

Splendid shawls of a beautiful and novel suntan are much 
in favour: nothing can exceed the richness and elegance of 
the patterns on these shawls; the figures, foliage, and flowers | 
having the appearance of embossed velvet: Cachemere and 
Angola, of various beautiful patterns, are also in high estimation. 
The bonnets are very handsome; black is often seen crowned 
by plumage, each feather of which is of a different colour. 
yellow and scarlet are the most predominant mixtures; and 
when there are only two full feathers, one is scarlet, and the 
other yellow. 

Feathers, as is usual at this season, are more in favour 
than flowers; but black bonnets with coloured flowers, the 
bonnet lined with amber, are much admired, and are extre mely 
appropriate to the winter. 

Dresses of coloured gros de Naples are much in favour. 
We were particularly pleased with a beautiful tabinet gown 
of a vermilion colour, made for the home costume of a lady 
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of rank. The border of the skirt was finished by three nar- 
row flounces, in festoons: at each point that formed the fes- 
toon was a fluted strap of satin, from which depended two 
elegantly-wrought tassels, upheld by silk cordon. The cor- 
sage was made plain, exactly to fit the shape, and the sleeves 
were long: the dress partially low ; and a colerette-pelerine of 
muslin, richly embroidered, was placed over the top of the bust. 
A silk dress, of pale olive-green gros de Naples, was trimmed 
much in the same manner, except that the flounces did not 
tall over each other, but were distinct, and each flounce headed 
by a satin rouleau three shades darker than the dress. The 
bust, instead of being plain, was ornamented in a stomacher 
fashion, with straps across. 

Ball-dresses are generally of Crépe lisse, ornamented with 
rouleaux of white satin, placed in serpentine wavings on the 
skirt, and have a trimming of the same down each side; 
the sleeves are short and full, and trimmed with rvuleaux 
to correspond with those on the petticoat. Narrow tucks, bias 
folds, and narrow flounces set on in scallops, and falling over 
each other, are the favourite trimmings. The long sleeves 
are very full from the shoulder to the elbow, to which from 
the wrist the fulness is confined by straps or bracelets. Co- 
Joured bombazine dresses, for home costume, are made high, 
trimmed with bias folds entwined within each other: the sleeves 
and body are made very plain. 

Young ladies still appear with their hair elegantly disposed, 
and with very little ornament. A new turban for half dress, 
is much admired by married ladies; it is called the Apollo 
turban, and is of a rich glossy silk, the colour of the sun, 
varied with stripesof bright and suitable colours; ribands of 
the same pattern and tints, wave on each shoulder: with the 
addition of beads, and a small plumage of white feathers, it 
forms a beautiful evening head-dress. The cornettes are greatly 
improved in shape, and are ornamented with richly striped 
riband. The caps are tastefully trimmed with blond, and a 
profusion of flowers, 

The favourite colours—for bonnets are blue, amber, and leaf- 
green; for pelisses and dresses, rose-colour, vermilion, pista- 
chio, and various shades of brown, 
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THE PARISIAN TOILET. 


Tue French fashions have still a very mournful appearance ; 
black, however, appears to be less deep, and to admit of shades. 
Black turbans, @ la Moabite, are surmounted by bird of Para- 
dise plumes. Hats of white satin, are encircled with rows of 
black pearls, and those of black velvet, which are now become 
very general, are ornamented by marmottes of velvet, plaited 
in large rouleaur. At the theatres the hair is arranged with 
great simplicity, and without any other ornament than bandeaus 
of pearls in jet. 


Black Merino robes are worn with trimmings of satin and 
velvet, and sometimes of velvet only. Cloaks of black satin 
have a double pelerine of velvet, which descends ‘below the 
elbow. 


At the theatres and public promenades, Biscayan caps of 
black velvet are much worn: they are formed of large bands 
mounted by bandeaus of pearls in jet. On other Biscayan 
caps are displayed two drooping feathers. 


Robes of black barege have embroidered sleeves of black 
blond. The trimmings are composed of two flounces of blond, 
divided by a rouleau of satin. Silks of grey, striped with black, 
are much worn. Rich silks are trimmed with foliage, in satin, 
and those that are slight with vine-leaves, in gros de Naples, 
The pelisses are bordered with four rows of bias folds of crape, 
headed with satin; many dresses are trimmed in the same way 
from the waist to the skirt, down each side of the front; so 
that when the dress is high, it resembles a pelisse. 
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APOLLONIAN WREATH. 





THE HERMIT AND THE COUNT. 


144444 


ONcE, as an ancient legend says, 

(The record of departed days,) 

A hermit, ere his prayers begun, 
Watch’d from his cell the sctiing sun, 
And meekly talk’d an hour away, 

With one who on the green turf lay ; 
Whose sparkling eye and flushing cheek, 
Did much of youthful passion speak. 


It was, in sooth, a lovely night, 

Such as do eastern climates light; 

The hermit gaz’d, while every star 

Grew brighter in the sky afar, 

And bade his young companion look, 

And moralize on Nature’s book; 

But that wild dreamer thought with sighs, 
How like they shone to Laura’s eyes. 


Much had the holy hermit done, 

For old Count Julian’s orphan son; 

Had talk’d for hours on gravest things, 

How youth would fly, and wealth take wings ; 
How worldly passions are but snares ; 

And life, at best, beset with cares; 

And beauty but a witching beam, 

Deceitful as the midnight dream. 


With more of stress and deeper voice, 
The hermit gave this last advice ; 
For his young pupil’s steed of late, 
Had oft been seen at Walberg’s gate. 
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And from that baron’s lattice high, 
Sometimes peep’d out so bright an eye, 
That the good hermit, holy man, 
Began to tremble for his plan. 


For Laura was a simple thing, 

Fit but to grace some courtly ring; 

To smile, and only understand 

To wave her white and graceful hand ; 
Her learning left her in despair, 

She only knew to braid her hair; 

To tune her lute, to blush and sigh, 

To read her book in lover’s eye. 


Now lady Bertha, she was made 

To flourish only in the shade; 

There would her crooked fingers point, 
To stars she gaz’d at with a squint; 
For hours she could astronomize, 

Or splutter logic with the wise; 

Read and converse on ancient sages, 
Her face as yellow as their pages. 


Oft in the hermit’s humble cell, 
Blush, every gay unlogic’d belle! 
The lady Bertha fain would sit, 
Immers’d in learning and in wit; 
Talk history and mathematics, 
Divinity and metaphysics; 

Until the hermit’s wond’ring mind, 
Thought her the first of womankind. 


Then came the lecture to the Count, 

Of beauty’s charms how poor th’ amount ; 
How little lore was in the grace, 

That only deck’d a lovely face; 

How little wisdom in the eye, 

That only taught mankind to sigh; 

And madder still to lista tongue, 

Where nought but honied nonsense hung. 
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Ye gales, that love with me to sigh, 
If, in your breezy flight, you see 
My dear Floreski ling’ring nigh, 
Oh! whisper this command froin me, 
Thy mistress bids thee haste away, 
And shun the broad-ey’d, watchful day. 








We, who wand’ ring Arabs are. 
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_ And-beauty’s wreck without a mind, 
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“ Turn thee, my son, from Wabhberg’s hall, 
And shun his daughter’s witcheries all: . 
Remember, time is flying past, ' 
And fairest Laura fades quite fast; 

When eyes grow dim, the lute’s unswung ; 
When teeth fall out, the song’s unsung; 


































No more the wakening heart can bind. 


‘* Hie thee to Hardenbergen’s tower, 
Where, deep within her learned bower, 
A pattern for her sex’s pride, 

A blessing for a wise man’s bride, 

The lady Bertha sits at home, 

Sedate, without a wish to roam; 
Secure in charms that ever bloom, 

A second Pallas at her loom.” 


Count Julian heard with reverence ; 
Then sighing, own’d his want of sense; 
Confess’d he had but little love, 

And fear’d he never should have more. 
Then how to Hardenbergen’s gate, 
Could he go in his present state? 

And how the lady Bertha greet, 

Or subject find such mind to meet? 


My son! too humble far art thou, 

Thy lore is more than most men know ; 
I read thy heart, and there I find 

A woman’s beauty! not her mind! 

A dream of youth!—I bid thee haste, 
The better joys of talents taste; 

They'll charm thee till the latest day, 
Long afier heauty’s quick decay.” 


“True, holy hermit,” said the Count, 

«“ My thoughts have stray’d as youth is wont: 
And eyes of fire, and necks of snow, 

Have strangely made my bosom glow, 
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But thy advice—'tis from a friend, 
I go to think upon’t, depend, 

And talents and philosophy, 

May hide at last deformity !” 


Count Julian thought as most men do, 
When their own wishes they pursue ; 
And soon the hermit in his cell, 

Heard through the vale the marriage-bell ; 
And Walberg with a father’s pride, 

Gave Julian Laura for a bride; 

While lady Bertha’s mental charms, 


Are still to bless some wise man’s arms! 
C. B. M. 


EVENING LANDSCAPE IN SWITZERLAND, 


THE CELEBRATED NATIONAL AIR OF THE SWISS HAS BEEN CHANTED. 


( Frem Cumpbell’s New Poem of “ Theodric.” ) 


a 


"T'was sunset, and the Ranz Des Vaches was sung, 


And lights were o’er th’ Helvetian mountains flung, 
That gave the glacier tops their richest glow, 


A 


nd tinged the lakes like molten gold below. 


Warmth flush’d the wonted regions of the storm, 
Where, Phoenix-like, you saw the eagle’s fori, 

That high in Heav’n’s vermilion wheel'd and soar’d. 
Woods nearer frown’d, and cataracts dash’d and roar’d, 
From heights brouzed by the bounding bouguetin; 
Herds tinkling roam’d the long-drawn vales between, 
And hamlets glitter’d white, and gardens flourish’d green. 
"T'was transport to inhale the bright sweet air! 

The mountain-bee was revelling in its glare, 

And roving with his minstrelsy across 

The scented wild weeds, and enamell’d‘ moss. 

Earth’s features so harmoniously were link’d, 

She seem’d one great glad form, with life instinct, 
That telt Heav’n’s ardent breath, and smiled below 

lis flush of love, with consentaneous glow, 
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A Gothic church was near; the spot around 
@ Was beautiful, ev’n though sepulchral ground; i 
For there nor yew nor cypress spread their gloom, 
But roses blossom’d by each rustic tomb. 
Amidst them one of spotless marble shone— 
A maiden’s grave—and ’twas inscribed thereon, 
That young and loved she died whose dust was there. 


ANSWER 
TO THE CHARADE BY FREDERIC, IN THE NUMBER FOR AUGUST. 


SINCE punning for wit now so glibly goes down, 
On the stage, and in all the gay circles of town, 
While I solve your Charade, do not take it a-miss 
That of verse I can send you no better than this. 


A*young lady’s called Miss, until Hymen has bound her, 
And in wedlock a husband’s fond arms circle round her, 
As to eatables temptingly plac’d in our view, 
Sure we take them—aye marry, and drinkables too; 
Rather take them, than miss them, we all do and quake not, 
And this solves thy Charade, for I surely mis-take not. 
N. 


SOLUTION 
OF THE CHARADE IN THE MUSEUM FOR OCTOBER. 


Let me see:—in a list of the spirits of evil, 
What names should we happen to find; 

Hobgoblin, and demon, ghost, sprite, fiend, and devil, 
And a little imp ling’ring behind. 


What terrible set to form a community, 
Did reason not scout such a thought; 

We laugh at these dreams, while living in unity, 
With peace, joy, and innocence, fraught. 


Thus I’ve guess’d at the meaning of Lacey’s Charade, 
And impunity hope I may gain; 
If not, I must look for some better man’s aid, 


And in future from riddling refrain. 
Bop Suorr. 
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fHlarriages. 

At All Saint’s, Maldon, by the Rev. C. Matthews, M. A. Vicar, Mr. Wm. 
Peters, said to be descended from the famous Hugh Peters, of Oliver Crom. 
well’s time, to Mrs. Mary Wells. The anited agesof this young couple amount 
to one hundred and fifty seven years; the one being seventy-nine, and the 
other seventy-eight. 

At the New Church, St- Pancsas, the Rev. Charles Day, L. L. B. of Folk. 
ingham, in the County of Lincoln, to Sarah, relict of the Rev. Edward 
Smith, of the same place. 

At Croydon, the Rev. E. S. Pearce, only son of the late Dean of Ely, to 
Georgiana Elizabeth, second daughter of George Smith, esq. M. P. 

At Ayston, Rutland, Sir Philip Musgrave, Bart. M. P. of Eden-Hall, in the 
County of Cumberland, to Elizabeth, third daughter of Mr. and Lady Mary 
Fludyer, of Ayston. 

At Stroud, Joseph Cripps, esq. M. P. to Elizabeth Ann, only daughter ot 
Richard Cooke, esq. of Lodgmore, in the County of Gloucester. 


Deaths. 


At Chatham, aged seventy-five, Mr. Collett, late gunner in the Royal 
Navy, and one of the few survivors who sailed with Capt. Cook in his last 
voyage round the world. 

In Dublin, Richard, Earl of Annesley, Viscount Glerawley, and Baron 
Castlewillan. 

At Hastings. Sir William S. Young, Bart. in the forty-seventh year of 
his age. 

Dr. M‘Mullen, Roman Catholic Bishop of Down and Conner. 

At Margate, the Dowager Lady Dryden, of Canons-Ashbey, Northamp- 
tonshire, 

Lately, at Dublin, the Rev. R. Maturin, author of “ Bertrand,” a tragedy, 
and several other popular productions. 

At Torquay, Devon. whither she had repaired for the recovery of her 
health, Catherine Maria, wife of the Hon. Ab. A. H. Hutchinson, one of the 
Commissioners of Customs for the United Kingdom. 
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NOTES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Louisa’s favours are received. 
D. D. D’s- Essay, No. II. is like No. I. as yet, sub judice. 
The Old Bachelor's Visit is acceptable-*We shall introduce him to our 
Readers in our next. 
William’s amended Verses are received; and will, probably, be inserted. 
he Publishers offer a Prize of FIVE GUINEAS, for the 
BEST ESSAY 


“On the Reign of Henry VIII. with an especial reference to the 
influence of the Events of that period, on the condition of Women in 
Society.” , 

The Essays to be forwarded on, or, before the 15th of February, 1825. 


Poems by Mr. Power, came too late for particular Notice in the present 
Number. 
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